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PREFACE. 


It is hoped that the title-page of this work will sufS- 
ciently indicate its general character, and render 
a lengthened preface unnecessary. The Editor trusts 
that while it may be found specially adapted for 
Schools, as a Beading Book in English Poetry for the 
more advanced pupils, it may also he a welcome guest 
in the family and social circle j in winter, a cosy friend 
when sitting otherwise lonely in the chimney-corner; 
and one with whom, in the more genial seasons of the 
year, we may hold pleasant converse by the bree^ 
hill-side or on the sea-shore ; and thus be alike useful 
as a school-book, a presentation-volume, or a pocket- 
companion ;—that it may in some degree deepen the 
love of Nature, give a pure and healthful stimulus to 
the Imagination and Fancy, minister to habits of 
elevated Reflection and Sentiment, strengthen the 
Social and Domestic Aflections, favour the love of 
rational Freedom, and the growth of true Patriotism, 
and through all these lead the mind and heart onward 
and upward to Religion, which, pure and undefiled, is 
the perfect flower—the consummate and crowning 
excellence of human character. 
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nZTACB. 


If this Tolaioe at all ansarera the purposes for which 
it is designed, it is mainly due to the kind co-operation 
of the Authors and Publishers who have permitted 
the insertion of the numerous copyright pieces in this 
collection ; and to whom the thanks of the Editor and 
of bis readers aia due. Whiloi however, borrowing 
largely from the works of living and recent Poets, their 
elder brethren have not been neglected ; it being the 
Editor's object to pi-esent as many of the be-st pas.<iages 
aud minor poems in the English language as could be 
given within the compass of a pocket volume. 
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PART I 


POEMS OF NATURE. 


Tto bora trttb on: tbo kora oTKotvo't wot to 
U ao InfrodlcDC ta tbo compo u nd, mm, 

Inibatd at tbo craailoa of tba kind. 

And, tboufti Uia Almltht/ Makar baa tbroofboot 
Dlaolmloatad aaeh ftom each, bjr atr^ma 
▲ad touebaa ofhta hand, with ao moob art 
Diraralflad, that two w«ra oorar (bond 
Twloa at all pointa—j**! ibis obtalna In all, 

That all dlaoem a beauty In bla worka, 

And all can taata them: mloda tbat haya baan Ibrm'd 
And tutor'd wltb a rellab mora aaact, 

' But ooM wltboot aoma rallah, dom aunaoTad. 

Coi 


Wacara'a Totea la nr ca t 
WtMftrer board; bar worka, wbararar Mao, 

Ara ralfbt and braoty to tba mind and aye; 

To tba looa baait, tboogb ooaana roll baCwean, 

0ba ipaati of tblofa that bat wUb U/k can dlu 

Buiorr. 
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B 







POEMS OF NATURE 


IBoiIb u too mu^ toit^ ni. 

Tex world u too xiiich with ni; Ute and toon. 
Getting and apendiog, we lay watte our powen; 
Little we eee in nature that ia oura; 

We have pven our hearte away, a aordid boon I 
Thia Sea Uiat barea her boeom to the aooon ; 

The winda that will be howling at all houn. 

And are vp-gather’d now like eleeping dowert; 

For thia, for erery thing, we are out of tune; 

It moTet ua not-^reat Qod I I’d rather be 
A Pagan auckled in a creed outworn ; 

Bo might I, atanding oa thia pleasant lea. 

Have glimpaea that would make me leaa forlorn 
Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreatbdd horn. 

WOBMWORTH. 


3[ii°<^taiions of Jatnu. 

WiTE other ministrations thou, O Nature, 

Healest thy wandering and distemper'd child 1 
Thou poureat on him thy soil influences. 

Thy sunny hues, fair forms, and breathing sweata, 
Thv melodiea of woods, and winds, and watera; 

Till he relent, and can no more endure 
To be a jarring and discordant thing 
Amid this general dance and minstnlsy; 

But, bureting into tears, wins back his way, 

His angry spirit heal'd and harmonized 
By the Denignant touch of love and beauty. 

Ooutttnos. 




rona or xatukc. 


^btn, i|{t Sian o( €srt^. 

Bpazc foil well, in langonga quaint and olden. 
One who dwelleth hj the caatled Bbine, 

When he call'd the flowen, ao blue and golden, 
SUra, that in earth'a firmament do ahine. 

Btara tliej are, wherein we read oar hiatory, 

Aa aatrologera and aeera of eld ; 

Yet not wrapp'd about with awfiil mjateir, 
Like the homing atara which they behdd. 

Wondrooi trotha, and manifold aa wondrona, 
God bath written in thoae atara above; 

But not leaa in the bright flowereta under ua 
Standa the revelation of bia love. 

Bri gh t and glorioua ia that revelation 

Written all over thia great world of oura; 

Making evident our own creation, 

In theae stars of earth—these golden flowera. 

And the Poet, faithfnl and far-seeing, 

Seen, alike in atara and flowers, a part 

Of the self-same universal being, 

Which is throbbing in hia brain and heart. 

Oorgeoua flowerets in the aon-light shining; 


Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining, 
Buds that open only to decay; 

Brilliant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tisanes, 
Flaunting gaily in the golden tight; 

Luge desires, with most uncertain issues; 
lender wishes, blossoming at night I 

These in flowera and men are more than seeming 
Workings are they of the self-same powers, 

Which the Poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Seeth in himself and in the flowers. 

Everywhere about us are thev glowing, 

Elome like stars, to tell us Spring ia Mm ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears o'erflowing. 
Stand like Ruth amid the golden corn; 


FOKHS of vatubx. 
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Kot klone !n Spring's armorisl bsaring. 

And in Summer's green-eniblaaon'U field. 

But in arms of braye old Aotumn's wearing, 

In the centre of his brazen abield | 

Not alone in meodows and peen allsTS, 

On the mountain-top, and hj the brink 

Of sequester'd pools in woodland valleya, 

Where the elATes of Nature stoop to drink; 

Not alone in her yast dome of glory. 

Not on graves of bird and bwt alone, 

But on old Cathedrals, high and hoary. 

On the tombs of heroes, carved in stone; 

In the cottage of the mdest peasant; 

In anceetM homes, whose crumbling towers. 

Speaking of the Past unto the Present, 

Tell us of the ancient Games of Flowers; 

In all places, then, and in all seasons, 

Flowers expand their light and soul-like wings. 

Teaching ns, oy most persnasive reasons. 

How akin they are to human things. 

And with child-like credulous affection 
We behold their tender buds expand ; 

Emblems of our own great resurrection. 

Emblems of the bright and better land. 

LononLXAw. 


Tbb milk-white blossoms of the thorn 
Are waving o'er the pool, 

Moved by the wind that breathes along^ 
So sweetly and so cool. 

The hawthorn clusters bloom above, 

The primrose hides below, 

And on the lonely passer-by 
A modest glance doth throw I 


Niooll. 
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rona or rATtrsK 


ir^8Bk«si6ing far 4fIobtn. 

O Father ! Lord ! 

The All-beneficent I I UeM thy neme, 

Th&t then hjut mantled the green earth with fiowem, 
Linking our hearte to nature I By the lore 
Of their wild bloaaonu, our young footatepe first 
Into her deep receeaes are beguiled— 

Her minater cells—dark glen and forest bower. 
Where, thrilling with its earliest sense of thee, 
Amidst the low, religious whisperinn. 

The shivery leaf sounds of the solitude. 

The spirit wakes to worship, and is made 
Thy living temple. By the breath of fiowera, 

Thou callest us, from city throngs and cares. 

Back to the woods, the birds, the mountain-streams, 
That sing of thee I back to free childhood’s heart, 
Fresh with the dews of tenderness 1 Thou bidd’at 
The lilies of the field with placid smile 
Keprove man's feverish strivings, and infuse 
Through his worn soul a more unworldly life. 

With their soft, holy breath. Thou hast not left 
His purer nature, with its fine desires, 

TTncared for in this universe of thine I 
The glowing rose attests it, the beloved 
Of poet-hearts, touch’d by their fervent dreaa. 

With spiritual light, and made a source 
Of heaven-ascending thoughts. E’en to faint age 
Thou lend’st the vernal buss; the old man’s eye 
Falls on the kindling blossoms, and bis soul 
Kemembers youth and love, and hopefully 
Turns unto thee, who call’st earth’s buried germs 
From dust to splendour; as the mortal seed 
Shall, at thy summons, fh>m the grave spring up 
To put on glory, to be girt with power. 

And filled with immortality. Receive 
Thanks, bleswn^ love, for these, thy lavish boons. 
And, most of all, their heavenward influences, 

0 thou that gavest ns fiowera t 


Mrs. Hxkarb. 
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HmtT Voirtlui 0 ,|IofDtnt eh Jibing |Jttu|tn. 

Toon ToicoleM lip*, O Flowers I are Uriog preaeben, 
ikch enp a pulpit, aod each leaf a book. 

Supply to my fancy numeroui teachers, 

From lonelieet nook. 

In the iweet-ecented pictures. Heavenly artist I 
With which thou paintest Nature's wide-spread hall, 
What a delightful lesson thou impartest 
Of love to all ( 

Ephemeral sagea I what instructors hoary, 

For such a world of thought could fumiah scope, 
Each fading calyx a memtrUo tnori, 

Yet fount of hope I 

Posthumous gloriea I angel-like ooUeetioo 1 
Upraised f^m seed or bulb interr'd in earth. 

Ye are to me a type of resurrection, 

And second birth t 

Were I, O God ! in cburchlesa lands remaining. 

Far from all voice of teacher* or divines. 

My soul would find in flowers of thy ordaining. 

Priests, sermons, shrines! 

Honacx Swtr, 


^InhitTS. 

Ys valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gashing brooks, 
On whose fi'eah lap the swart star sparely look*. 
Throw hither all your quaint enamell'd eyes. 

That on the green turf suck the honied showers, 
And purple u the ground with vernal flower*. 
Bring t^ rathe primrose that forsaken dies, 

The tufted crow-toe. and pale jessamine. 

The white pink, and the pansy freak’d with jet. 
The glowing videt. 

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine. 
With oowslipe wan that hang the Mnsive head. 
And every flower that sad embroidery wear*: 

Bid amaranthus all bis beauty shed, 

And daffodillies fill their cups with tea^ 

To strew the laureat hears* where Lydd lies. 

Mibron. 



Fona or xatvmm. 


A SniBtTrrr PUot in a n^eo grew. 

And the yono^ winds fed it witE ulrer dew. 

And it open'd ita fkn-like learea to the light, 

And cloeM them beneath the kieeee of night. 

And the Spring arose on the garden lair, 

Like the ^irit of Love felt every where ; 

And each flower and herb on Earth's dark breast 
Bose from the dreams of its wintry rest. 

Bnt none ever trembled and panted with bliss 
In tbs garden, the field, or the wildemeea, 

Like a doe in the noontide with love's sweet want. 
As the eompanionleas Sensitive FUnt 

The snow-drop, and then the violet. 

Arose from the ground with worm rain wet. 

And their breath was mix’d with fresh odour, sent 
From the tnr^ like the voice and the instrument. 

Then the pied wind-fiowers and the tulip tall, 

And narcissi, the fairest among them al^ 

'Who gaxe on their eyes in the stream's reoeaa, 

Till they die of their own dear loveliness; 

And the Naiad-like lily of the vals, 

Whom youth makes so fair, and passion so pale. 
That the light of its tremulous bells is seen 
Through their pavilions of tender green ; 

And the hyecinth purple, and white, and blue, 
'Which flung from its bells a sweet p^ anew 
Of music, so delicate, soft, and intense. 

It was felt like an odour within tbs eense; 

And the rose like a nymph to the bath addrest. 
Which unveil’d the depth of her glowing breas^ 
Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare; 

And the wand-like lily, which lifted op. 

As a Maoad, its moonlight-coloured cup. 

Till the fiery star, which is its eye, 

Oased through clear dew on the twdar sky; 
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And the jeee&mina feint, end the tweet taberoae. 

The gweetett flower for scent that blows ; 

And all rare bloBsoms from every clime 
Grew in that garden in perfect prime. 

And on the stream, whose inconstant bosom 
Was prankt under bonght of embowering blossom, 
With golden and green light slanting throngh 
Their hearen of many a tangled hue, 

Broad water-lilies lay tremnlouily, 

And starry river-buds glimmer'd by, 

And around them the soft stream did glide and dance 
With a motion of sweet sound and radiance. 

And the sinuous patbs of lawn and of mass, 

Which led through the garden along and across. 
Some open at once to the sun and the breeze, 

Some lost among bowers of blossoming trees. 

Were all paved with daisies and delicate bells 
As fair as the fabulous asphodels; 

And flowerets which, drooping as day droop’d too, 
Fell into pavilions, white, purple, and blue. 

To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 

Shmj.kt. 


Thesk flow'r^s white and red. 
Such that men csUen Daisies in onr town ; 
To them have I so great afliection. 

As 1 said erst, when comen is the May, 
That in my b^ there daweth me no day 
That I n'am up and walking in the mead 
To see this fiow’r against the aonn£ spread. 
When it upriseth early by the morrow; 
That blisstul sight softeneth all my sorrow { 
So glad am I when that I have pros^nce 
Of it, to doen it all r^verenoe. 


CHAUcxn. 
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poxn Of fATUfM, 


lo a ^Bug, mt tambij oiu hobn bilf; t^c l^long^. 

Wu, modest, crimson-tipped flowV, 

Tlioa'st met me in an evil hoar; 

For I maon crueh amang the etonre 
Thy slender stem; 

To (pare thee now ia paat my pow’r, 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Aloe I it's no thy neebor aweet, 

The bonnie lark, companion meet I 
Bending thee ’mans tne dewy weet 

Wt’ apreckM breast, 

When upward-springing, blithe, to greet 
The purpling east. 

Canid blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 
Amid the storm; 

Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 
Thy tender form. 

The flannting flowers our gardens yield, 

High shelt'ring woods and wa’s maun shield. 

But thon, beneath the random bield 
O' clod or stane. 

Adorns the histie stibble-field. 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in tbv scanty mantle clad. 

Thy anawy bosom sunward spread. 

Thou lifts thy nnassuming bead 

In humble gnise ; 

But now the share nptears thy bed. 

And low thon lies ! Binan. 


SShtb-flobn. 

LooosD in sunnv dell, 

Wbxm the cold breezes come not, blooms alone 
The little wini^flower, whose jnst-open’d eye 
Is blue as the spring heaven it gases at. 
Startling the loiterer in the naked groves 
With nnexpeoted beantr, for the time 
Of blossoms and green iMTea ia yet afisr. 


Bbtakt. 
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Cgtfanj^.* 

Blub Eyebright 1 loTelieat flower of all that grow 
In flower-loved England! Flower, whooe hedge-aide goce 
Is like an infant's I What heart doth not know 
Thee, cluster’d smiler of the bank 1 where plays 
The sunbeam with the emerald snake, and strsyi 
The dszzling rill, companion of the ro^ 

Which the lone bard most loveth, in the days 
When hope and love ore young I O come abroad. 

Blue Eyebright I and this rill shall woo thee with an ode. 

Awake, blue Eyebright, while the singing wave 
Its cold, bright, beauteous, soothing tribute drops 
From many a grey rock’s foot and dripping cave ; 
While yonder, lo, the starting stone-chat hops I 
While here the cottar's cow its sweet food crops; 

While blackfaced ewes and lambs are bleating there : 
And, bursting through the briers, the wild ass stops— 
Kicb at the strangers—then turns round to stare— 
Then lowers his large red ears, and shakes his long dark 
hair. Emorr. 


ta a iSnobliTog. 

Lokb Flower! hemm'd in with snows as white as they, 

But hardier far, once more I see thee bend 

Thy forehead, as if fearful to oflend, 

lake an unbidden guest. Though day by day, 

Storms, sallying from the mountain-tops, way-lay 

The rising sun, and on the plains descend ; 

Yet art thou weloome, welcome os a friend 
Whose zeal outruns his promise 1 Blue-eyed May 
Shall soon behold this border thiekly set 
With bright jonqnils, their odonrs lavishing 
On the Balt west-wind and hla frolic peers; 

Nor will I then thy modest grace forget. 

Chaste Snowdrop, venturous harbinger of Spring, 
And pensive monitor of floating years I 

WoRDSWORXn, 


Hit OsonMiblsi SesatweU. 
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rosMs or katobx. 


Coi^t jiniBll Ctlmbhu* 

Paitbies, lilies, kingcups, daisies, 

Let them live upon their praises; 

Long as there's a sun t^t sets, 

Primroses will have their glory ; 

Long as there are violets, 

They will liave a place in story: 

There's n flower tnat shall be mine, 

Tis the little celandine. 

Ere a leaf is on a bush. 

In the time before the thrash 
Has a thought about her nest. 

Thou wilt come with half a call. 

Spreading out thy glossy breast 
Like a cai-elees prodigal; 

Telling tales about the sun. 

When we've little warmth, or none. 

Comfort have thou of thy merit, 

Kindly, nnassuming Spirit I 
Carmeas of thy neighbourhood, 

Thou dost show thy pleasant face 
On the moor, and in the wood. 

In the lane ;—there’s not a place, 

Howsoever mean it be. 

But ’tis good enough for thee, Wo&dswobtb. 


On l^t Kij^-blnoiniii; Ctrtsi. 

Ab the fair flower which shuns the golden day. 
And blooms amidst the shades of sileut night, 
Spreads her pale petals to the lunar ray, 

And hails with balmy breath the silver light; 

So virtue shuns the world’s applause and gaze. 

In secret sheds her balmy sweets abroad. 

Nor seeks the voice of fame, nor glory’s blazn 
But blooms and blossoms to the praise of I 
Ladt Flora BLaaruroB. 


■ Common FUevnt. 
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Ca l^t Sinthnr. 

Thou bloiaom bright with antnmn dev, 

And colour'd with the bearen’e own blue, 

That openeet when the quiet li^ht 
Succeed the keen and frosty night. 

Thou comest not when rioleta lean 
O’er wandering brooks and springs unseen, 

Or columbines, in purple dress'd. 

Nod o'er the ground-bird’s hidden nest. 

Thou waitest late, and com'st alone, 

When woods are bare and birds are flown. 

And frosts and shortening days portend 
The aged year is near bis end. 

Then doth thy sweet and quiet eye 
Look through its fringes to the sky. 

Blue—blue—as if that sky let fall 
A flower from its cerulean walL 

-I would that thus, when I shall see 
The hour of death draw near to me, 

Hope, blossoming within the heart. 

May look to heaven as I depart. Bbtant. 


DArroDtLB, 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim. 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes. 

Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phcebus in his strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids ; bold ozlips, and 
The crown-imperial; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one I 


SaaEsaFcaiua 
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poDtB or r ATtms. 


J^iliu of t^e 4[lclk. 

Flowebs ! when the Saviour’a calm benignant eye 
Fell on your gentle beauty—when from yon * 
That heavenly leaaon for all hearts he drew, 
Eternal, universal, aa the aky— 

Then, in the boaom of your purity, 

A voice he set as in a temple-sorae, 

That ILfe'a quick travellers ne'er might paaa you by 
Unwam'd of that sweet oracle divine. 

And though too oft its low, celestial sound 
By the banh notes of work-day Care is drown’d. 

And the loud steps of vain, uuliatening Haste: 

Yet the great ocean hath no tone of power 
Mightier to reach the soul in thought's hash’d boor, 
Than your’a, ye lilies I—chosen thus and graced I 

Mna Rhwa mb 


Co ^afiobils. 


Faie Daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon ; 
A;^et the earlj rising sun 
Has not attain'd his noon. 

SUy, atay, 

Until the hastily day 
Has run 

But to the even-song ; 

And, having pray'd together, 
We will go with you along. 


We have short time to stay as you. 
We have ae short a spring; 

As quick a growth to meet decay 
As you or any thing. 

We die 

Aa yonr hoars do, and dry 
Away, 

Like to the snnnner’a rain ; 

Or aa the pearls of morning dew, 
Ne’er to be fonnd again. 


HasaioK. 
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* I wixokk'd lonelv aa a elond 

That floats on nigb o'er ralea and hills, 

When all at osoe 1 saw a crowd, 

A host of Koldan daffodils; 

Beaida the l»e, beneath the trees 
Flattering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky-way, 

They stretched in neyer-endlng line 
Along the margin of a bay; 

Ten thousand saw I at a glanee 
Tossing their heads in sprightly donee. 

The waves beside them danced ; bat they 
Oatdid the q>arkling waves in glee ; 

A poet could not but & gay 
In such a jocund company ! 

1 gazed—and gazed—but Uttle thought 
Wut wealth the show to me had brooght: 

For oft, when on my couch 1 lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 

T hey flash utod that inward eye 
Which ia ue bliss of solitude; 

And than my heart with pleasure fills. 

And dances with the daffodils. 

■WoaiwwoETH. 


Co §ltu ^sumonr. 

Ftowen! the laurel still may shed 
Brightness round the victor's head; 
Ana the rose, in beauty's hair, 

Btill its festal glory wear ; 

And the willow-leaves droop o'er 
Brows which love stutains no more: 
But by living rays refined, 

Thou, the trembler of the wind, 



POKKS or HATUU 


Thon, the apiritoal flower, 

Sentient of each breeze and ehowsr, 

Thou, rejoicing in the akiee, 

And transpierced with all their dyea ; 

Breathing rase, with light o'erflowing, 

Qem-Uke to thy centre glowing. 

Thou, the poet’s type shalt be, 

Flower of soul. Anemone 1 Mna. HmanL 


CruB. 

L 

N’o tree in all the g^ove but has ita eharma. 
Though each ita hue peculiar; paler eome, 

Ajid of a wannisb grey ; the willow such, 

And poplar, that with silver lines his leaf; 

And ash, far stretching his umbrageous arm. 

Of deeper green the elm, and deeper aUll, 

IiOrd of the woods, the long-surviving oak. 

Some gloeaydeaved, aud shining in the eun; 

The maple and the beech, of oily nuts 
Prolific ; and the lime, at dewy eve 
Diffusing odoura; nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire, 

Now green, now tawny, and, ere antnmn yet 
Have changed the woods, in scarlet honours bright. 

Cowna. 


IL 

Ajrp forth they pass, with pleasure forward led. 
Joying to hear the sweet birds' harmony, 

Which, therein shrouded from the tempest dread. 
Seem'd in their song to scorn the cruel sky ; 
Much can they praise, the trees so straight and high, 
The sailing pine, the cedar proud and tall, 

The vine-prop elm, thn poplar never dry. 

The builder oak, sole king of forests all; 

The aspen, good for staves, the cypress, fuueral. 
The laurm, meed of mighty conquerors. 

And poets sage ; the fir, that weepeth still; 

The willow, worn of forlorn paramours; 
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The yew, obedient to the bender'e wiU ; 

The birch for ehafte, the lellow for the mill; 

The warlike beech, the eah for nothing ill, 

The fruitful olire, and the platane round,. 

The career holm, the maple, eeldom inward eound. 

Srnnu. 


m. 

Tbxsb, graciouB treee !—how rich a gift ye are 1 
Crown of the earth to human hearta and eye* 1 
How doth the thought of home, in lands afar. 

Link’d with yonr forme, and kindly whispering! rise I 
How the whole picture of a childhood lies. 

Oft midst your boughs forgotten, buried deep 1 
Till, gazing through them up the summer skies, 

As hush'd we stand, a breeze perchance may creep, 

And old, sweet leaf-eounds reach the inner world 
Where memory coils—and lo! at ''uoe unfurl'd 
The past, a glowing scroll, before our sight 
Spreads clear ; while, gushing from their long-eeal'd urn. 
Young thoughts, pure dreai^ undoubling prayers return. 
And a lost motuer's eye gives back its holy ^ht. 

Mss. HKMAH a 


Ort^Bib $lj)Moms. 

Doth thy heart stir within thee at the sight 
Of orchard-blooms upou the mossy bough 1 
Doth their sweet household-smile wait rack the glow 
Of childhood’s mom—the wondering, fresh delight 
lu earth’s new colouring, then all strangely bright, 

A joy of fairy-land t Doth some old nook. 

Haunted by visions of thy first-loved book, 

Rise on thy soul, with faint streak'd bioesums white 
Shower’d o’er the turf, and the lone primrose knot. 

And robin’s nest, still faithful to the spot. 

And the bee'a dreary chime t O gentle friend ! 

The world's cold breath, not Tinut't, this life bereaves 
Of vernal gifts; Time hallows what he leaves. 

And will for us endear spring memories to the end. 

Mbs. HuMAjis. 

o ^ 
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Co ^ioiionu. 

Fair pledge* of e firaitful tree, 

Whj do ye fell eo fiat I 
Your date is not eo past, 

Bnt yon may stay yet nere a while 
To blush and gently smile, 

And go at last. 

What, were ye bom to be 
An hour or hair* delight. 

And so to bid good-night I 
Twaa pity Nature brou^t ye forth 
Merely to show vour worth, 

And lose you qiUte. 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read bow eoon things have 
Their end, though ne’er so brave; 

And after they have shown their pride 
Like yon, a while, they glide 

Into the grave. 

Haaxics 


^folisjt. 

Comb forth, and let us through our hearts receive 
The joy of verdure. See ! the honey’d lime 
Showers cool green light o'er banks where wild-flowers weave 
Thick tapestry, and woodbine tendrils climb 
Up the brown oak, from buds of moes and thyme. 

The rich deep masses of the sycamore 

Hang heavy with the fulness of their prime ; 

And the white poplar, from its foliage hoar, 

Scatters forth gleams like moonli^t, with each gale 
That sweeps the Boughs; the chestnut-flowers are past, 

The crowning glories of the hawthorn fail, 

Bnt arches of sweet eglantine are cast 
From every hedge. Oh I never may we lose. 

Dear friend I our firesh delight in simplest Nature’s hues. 

Mbs. HKUAira 
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Poire of t^e tfrui. 

TTkam I ooTDs creeping, creeping cT«t 7 irlMr« | 

Bj the duty road-eiae, 

On the lunny hiU-iida, 

Cloee by the noisy brook. 

In erety shady nook, 

I oome creeping, creeping everywhere 

Here I oome creeping, smiling everywhere; 

All round the open door 
Where ait the aged poor. 

Here, where the children play 
In the bright and marry May, 

I oome creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere | 

In the noisy city street 
My pleasant face you’ll meet, 

Cheering the aiek at heart, 

Toiling hie busy part, 

Silently creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I oome creeping, creeping everywhere; 

You cannot eee me coming, 

Nor bear my low sweet buinmiug; 

For in the starry night, 

And the glad morning light, 

I oome quietly creeping everywhai^ 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhsroj 
More welcome than the flower* 

In summer’s pleasant houia; 

The gentle cow is glad, 

And the merry bird not sad. 

To see me creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I oome creeping, creeping everywhere; 

My humble song of praise 
Most gratefully I raise 
To Him, at whose command 
1 beauti^ the land. 

Creeping, silently creeping everywhere. 

SaasB Bonutm 
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jSksIaih. 

HAtf, to thee, blithe spirit I 
Bird thou never wert, 

That from heaven, or near it, 

Poureat thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher, 

From the earth tnou springest 
Like a cloud of fire ; 

The blue deep thou wingeat, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singeat. 

In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 

O’er which clouds are brightening, 

Thou dost float and run ; 

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight; 

Like a star of heaven. 

In the broad ilaylight 

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight. 

Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere. 

Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear. 

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 

As, when night is bare. 

From one lonely cloud 

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overfluwc.l. 
Whnt thou art we know not; 

What' is most like thee t 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see, 

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 

Like a poet hidden 
In the light of ihnueht, 

Si^ng hymns nnbidifen, 

Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 


I 
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Like a bteh-liorn maiden 
In a palace tower, 

Soothing her love-laden 
Boiil in aecret hour 

With mu-iic sweet ae love, wltieh overflow! her bower: 
Like a rlow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew. 

Scattering oubeholden 

Its afirial hue '' 

Among the flowers and graae, which screen it from the 
view. 

Like a rose embowered 
In ita own green leaves. 

By warm winds deflowered. 

Till the Boent it gives 

Makes fikint with too much sweet these heavy-winged 
thievea. 

Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 

Bain-awakened flowers. 

All that ever was 

Joyoos, and clear, and fresh, thy mnsic doth surpass. 

Teach ns, sprite or bird. 

What sweet thoughts are thine: 

I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus hymeneal, 

Or triumphal chant, 

Match’d with thine wonld be all 
Bat an empty vaunt— 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain ) 

What fields, or waves, or monntains T 
What shapes of skr or plain t 

What love of thine own kind f wliat ignorance of pain T 
With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be: 

Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee; 

Tbon lovest; bat ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 



la 
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Waking or aaltept 
Tboa of death mnat deem 
Thinga more troe and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 

Or how Ooold thy notea flow in auch a eiTstal strMm 1 
We look before and after, 

And pine for what ia not: 

Our ainoereat laughter 
With aome pain ia fraught; 

Onr sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought 
Yet if we could acorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear ; 

If we were things bom 
Not to abed a tear, 

I know not how thy joys we ever should cone near. 
Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound. 

Better than all treasures 
That in books are found. 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of tbs ground! 

Teach me half the gladness' 

That thy brain mnat know, 

Such harmonious madness 
From my Ups would flow. 

The world should listen then, as I am listening now. 

Bbxllzt. 


Co a Skglazk. 

FrBERKan minstrel 1 nilgrini of the sky I 
Dost thou despise toe earth where cares abound 1 
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
]^th with thy nest npou the dewy ground f 
Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will. 

Those quivering wings composed, that music still I 

Leave to the nightingale her shad^ wood, 

A privacy of glorious light ia thine ; 

'Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 
Of harmony, with instinct more divine ; 

Type of the wiie who soar, but never roan; 

Tine to the kindred points of heaven and home. 

Wohoewonn. 
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^ 0 1 gndle $ark I 

Lo I here the gentle lark, wear^ of reet, 

From hie moist cabinet moaote np on high, 

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The Bun ariseth in his majesty; 

Who doth the world so glonoouj behold, 

That oediu^tope and hills seem bamish'd gold. 

SHAXjcercASJt. 


Co l^e ^ig^tingBlx. 

SwxET bird ! that sing'st awa 7 the earty hoars 
Of winters past or coming, void of care ; 

Well p]ea86d with delights which present are. 

Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling flowers: 
To rocks, to wriags, to rills, from leafy bowers, 

Thou thy Creator's goodness dost declare. 

And what dear gifts on thee he did not spare, 

A stain to human sense in sin that lowers. 

What soul can be so sick which by thy songs 
(Attired in sweetness) sweetly is not driven 

Quite to forget earth’s turmoils, spites, and wrongs, 
And lift a reverend eye and thought to Heaven t 
Sweet, artless songster 1 thou my mind dost raise 
To airs of spheres—yes, and to angels’ lays. 

Druukoro. 


^ gigjfltnjalt Singing. 

Hsb supple breast thrills out 
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt 
Of dallying sweetness, hovers o’er her skill. 

And folds in wav£d notes, with a trembling bill, 
The pliant series of her slippery song; 

Then starts she suddenly into a throng 

Of short, thick sobe,. 

That roll themselves over her lubric throat 
In panting murmurs ’stilled out of her breast, 

That ever babbling spring, the sugar’d nest 
Of her delicious sonl, that there doth lie 
Bathing in streams of Uquid melody. 

Cbabbawb. 
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Some bumble heart is acre and sick Trith grief, 

And straight thon comeat with thy gentle song 
To wile the anffere r from hia hate or wrong, 

By bringing Nature’s love to hia relief. 

Thou cburmeat by the aick child’s window long, 

Till racking pain itself be woo’d to sleep; 

And when away have vanish’d flower anci leaf, 

Thy lonely wailing voice for them doth weep—• 

Linnet! wild linnet I 

Ood saw how much 'Of woe, and grief, and care, 

Man’s faults and follies on the earth would make; 
And thee, sweet singer, for his creatures’ sake, 

Se aent to warble wildly every where. 

And by our souls <to love to wake. 

Ob, blessed wandering spirit I unto thee 
Ehire hearts are knit^ as unto thii^ too fair, 

Ajid good, and benutifiil of earth to be— 

Linnet! wild linnet! 
Nicolu 


Hit ^earinj; a ting is a Sflintrr Potniitg SSnIK 

on ^ girffebaj. 

SlNO on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough. 

Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain; 

See aged Winter, ’mid hia surly reign. 

At thy blithe carol clears his furrow’d brow. 

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear, 

. Sits meek Content with light nnanxious heart, 

' Welcomes the rapid momenta, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank Thee, An Ihor of this opening day I 
Thou whoee bright sun now gilds yon orient skies f 
Riches denied, Thy boon was purer joys, 

What wealth could neither give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care. 

The mite> high heaven bestow’d, that mite with 
: thee I'll sl^i. Bushs. 
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to Cnrkoa. 

0 Bum New-comer I I hare heard, 

I hear thee, and rejoice. 

O cuckoo I ehall I call thee Bird, 

Or but a wandering Voice t 

While I am lyino on the graaa 
Thy twofold ehout I hear. 

From hill to hill it seeme to pau, 

At once far off, and near. 

Though babbling only to the rale 
Of sQuahinc and of flowen, 

Thou bringeat unto me a tala 
Of riaionary hoars. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the apring 1 
Eren yet thou art to roe 

No bird, bat an inriaible thing, 

A Toice, a mystery; 

The same whom in my achool-boy days 
I liaten’d to; that cry 

Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bosh, and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee often did I rose 
Through woods and on the green ; 

And thou wert still a hope, a love 
Still long’d for, never seen. 

And I can listen to thee yet; 

Can lie upou the plain 

And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed bird 1 the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 

An unsubstantial faCry place, 

That is fit home for thee. 


WoKDOWOaTM. 
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Cljt Storms ^ttxtl. 

A TBocBAm) mlleia from land are we, 

Toannr abont on the roari^ aea; 

From billow to bounding billow cait, 

Like fleecy mow on the stormy blast: 

The sails are scat.ter'd abroad, like weeds | 

The strong mastii shake, like ouivering reeds ; 

The mighty cabhis, and iron chains, 

The huU, which till earthly strength disdains, 

The^ strain and they crac^ and hearts of stone. 
Their natural hard proud strength disown. 

Up and down I up and down I 
From the base of the ware to tne billow's crown. 
Amidst the flashing and feathery foam. 

The Stormy Petrel finds a home,— 

A home—if such a place may be 
For her who Urea on the wide yide sea, 

On the craggy ice, in the frosen air. 

And only seeking her rocky Liir 

To warm her young, and to teach them to spring 

At once o’er the wares on their stormy wing 1 

O'er the Deep I O'er the Deep! 

Where the whale, and toe shark, and the sword-fish 
sleep, 

Ontflying the blsat and the drirlng rain, 

Tbs Petrel teUeth her tale—in ram; 

For the mariner cursetb the warning bin). 

Who bringeth him news of the storm unheard I 
—Ah I thus doesi the prophet, of good or ill. 

Meet hate from the creatures he serreth still: 

Yet As nerer falters—So, Petrel 1 spring 
Once more o'er the waves on thy stormy wing I 

Paocm. 
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§ttta Jirntd. 

Bkitkatb theae fruit-tree bonghi that shed 
Their snoir-white blossoms on mj head, 

With brightest sunshine round me spread 
Of spring’s nnclonded weather: 

In this sequester'd nook how sweet 

To sit upon my orchsrd-seat I 

And birds and flowers once more to greet. 

My last year's friends together. 

One have 1 mark'd, the happiest guest 
In all this covert of the blest: 

Hail to thee, far above the rest 

In joy of voice and pinion I 
Thou, Linnet I in thy green array, 

Presiding Spirit here to-day. 

Dost lead the revels of the May; 

And this is thy dominion. 

While birds, and butterflies, and flower*. 

Make all one band of paramours. 

Thou, ranging up and down the W>werB, 

Art sole in thy employment: 

A Life, a Presence like the Air, 

Scattering thy gladness without care. 

Too blest with any one to pair; 

Thyself thy own enjoyment. 

Amid yon tuft of hazel-trees, 

That twinkle to the ^ty breeze, 

Behold him perch’d in ecstasies, 

Yet seeming still to hover | 

There I where the flatter of his wing* 

Upon his back and body fling* 

Shadows and sunny glimmenogs, 

That cover him all over. 

My dazzled sight he oft deceives, 

A brother of the dancing leaves ] 

Then flits, and from the cottage save* 

Pours forth bis song m gushes | 

As if by that exulting strain 
He mock’d and treatM with disdain 
The Voioeless form he chose to feign, 

While fluttering in the busbe*. 

WOBDSWOBSB. 
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J^obin Bitb Slvkbitb. 

WiTB the nreet eir* of spring the Bobin eomre ; 
And in her simple song there seems to gush 
A strsin of sorrow when she risitetb 
Her Isst jeer's wither’d nest But when the gloom 
Of the deep twilight fells, she tekes her perch 
Upon the red-stemm'd bezel’s slender twig 
Tost overbsugs the brook, end suits her song 
To the slow rivulet’s inconstent chime. 

In the lest dejs of antumn, when the com 
Lies sweet end jeilow in the bervest-field, 

And the gey company of reapers bind 

The bearded wheat in sheaves—then peals abroad 

’The blackbird’s merry chant I love to hear, 

Bold plunderer, thy mellow burst of song 
Float from thy watch-place on the mosey tree. 

Close at the corn-field edge. 

MldELLAKi 


Son. 

Most glorious orb 1 that wert a worship, ere 
The mystery of th^ making was reveal’d 1 
Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

Which gladden'd, on their mountam tops, the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour’d 
Themselves in orisons I Thou material god I 
And representative of tb’ Unknown— 

Who chose thee for bis shadow. Thou chief star I 
Centre of manv stars I which mak’at our earth 
Endurable, and temperest the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays! 

Sire of the seasons I Monarch of the dimes, 

And those who dwell in diem I for near or far 
Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee. 

Even as our outward aspects;—thou dost rise. 

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well I 
I ne’er shall see thee more. 


Btrob. 
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Sttiing Sinn. 

Look yonder, with delichted heart and eye, 

On thoee low eottagee t^t ebine eo bright 
^aob with ite earden plot of smiling ^een), 
mbed in the ^Tory of the setting enn i 
But he is parting—fading—day is orer— 

Touder he hastens to diffuse new life, 

Oh, fur a wing to raise me up from earth, 

Nearer, and yet more near, to the bright orb. 

That nnreatrain'd I still might follow him 1 
Then should I see, in one unvarying glow 
Of dealhlees evening, the reposing world 
Beneath me—the hills kindling—the sweet vales. 
Beyond the hills, asleep in the soft beams; 

The silver streamlet, at the silent touch 
Of heavenly light, trons&gured into gold. 

Flowing in brightness inexpressible 1 
Nothing to stop or stay my godlike motion ! 

The rugged hiU, with its wild cliffi, in vain 
Would nse to hide the s\u ; in vain would strive 
To check my glorious course ; the sea already. 
With its illumined bays, that burn beneath 
The lord of day, before the astonished eyes 
Opens its bosom—end be seems at last 
Just sinking—No—a power uufelt before— 

An impulse indescribimle, succeeds I 
Onward, entrance^ I baste to drink the beams 
Of the unfading light—before me day— 

And night left still behind—and overhead 
Wide heaven—and under me the spreading sea 1 
A glorious vision, while the setting sun 
Is Ungering 1 Oh, to the spirit's flight. 

How faint and feeble are material wings 1 
Yet snch our nature is, that when the lark, 

High over us, unseen, in the blue sky 
Thrills his heart-piercing song, we feel ourselves 
Press up from earth, aslwere in rivalry,— 

And when above the savage bill of pines. 

The eagle sweeps with outspread wings,—and when 
The crane pursues, high off, bis homeward path. 
Flying o’er watery moors and wide lakes lonely 1 
TrantUUedfrom Qotthe. A xbter. 



80 


Foncs or HATinM. 


Snnul si ScB. 

Tis Bonaet; to the firmament eerene 
The Atlantic wave refleeta a gorseoos eoene; 

Broad in the cloudleae west, a belt of gold 
Uirde the bine hemisphere ; above unroll’d 
The keen clear air grows pupable to sight, 
Embodied in a flush of crimson light, 

Through which the evening-star, with milder gleam. 
Descends to meet her image in the stream. 

Mohtooksbt. 


SlSTf. 

How calm, 

How awful calm they shine—unmoved, untouched. 
Amid the tempests of poor human thought I 
There they have watched this weary earth grow old. 
And still they beam as lair as at the first, 
lu all their radiant youth ! Still they keep watch 
O'er the great march of life, and time, and change. 
And even o’er me they bend ! Alas, alas ! 

Meek, silent witnesses of sin and shame. 

How much do they eudnre to look ujk)u 1 
Now, in the byeways of the lonely night. 

Love wanders with her one child. Misery, 

And cannot see the heavens through her tears. 
Moaning, she wanders with slow Minting steps. 

And bends her dying eyes upon the ground 
To find a welcome grave. 

■Whitjioek. 


Gum. 

'Boll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean—roll! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 
Man marks the earth with ruin—his control 
Stops with the shore ;—uran the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remam 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own. 

When for a moment, like a drop of rain. 

He sinks into thy depths with babbling groan, 
Without B grave, unkneli’d, uncoffin’d, and nnknown. 
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Tlie nrmaments which thnndentrika the welh 
Of rock-bnilt citiee, bidding natione qoake, 

And monarche tremble in their eapitali, 

The oak leriathaus, whoec huge ribe make 
Their olar creator the vain title take 
Of loro of thee, and arbiter of war ; 

Theae are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake, 

Thev melt into th^ yeast of waves, which »nar 
Alike th' Armada's pnde, or spoils of Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are empires, changed iu all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they 
Thy waters wasted them while they were free, 

And many a tyrant since; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 

Has dried up realms to deserts :—not so thou,— 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’ pli^— 

Time writes no wrinkle on thine aznre brow— 
Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou roUest now. 

Thon glorious mirror, where the Almightyh form 
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time, 

Calm or convulsed—iu breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid (dime 
Dark-heaving; boundless, endless, and sublime— 
The ima^ of Eternity—the throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
Obeys thee ; thou goest fort^ dread, fathomless, alone. 

And I have loved thee. Ocean 1 and my joy 
Of youthful smrts was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy oubbles, onward : from a boy 
I wanton'd with thy breakers—they to me 
Were a delight; and If the freshening sea 
Made them a terror—'twas a pleasing fear. 

For I was as it were a child of tnee. 

And trusted to thy billows far and near, 

And laid my band upon thy mane—as I do here. 

Btsok 



32 


E>0E1U or NATURK. 


Sta at 
I. 

It ia the midnight hour;—the benuteone eea, 

Calm OB the cloudless heaven, the heaven discloaea, 
While many a sparkling star, in quiet glee, 

Far down within the watery sky reposea 
As if the ocean's heart were stlrr'd 
With inward life, a sound ia heard, 

Like that of dreamer murmuring in hia sleep; 

'Tia partly the billow, and partly the air, 

That lies like a garment floating fair 
Above the happy deep. 

The aea, I ween, cannot be fann’d 
By evening freshness from the land, 

For the land it ia far away ; 

But Ood hath will'd that the sky-bom breeae 
In the centre of the loneliest seas 
Should ever sport and play. 

The mighty Moon she site aTOve, 

Encircled with a zone of love, 

A zone of dim and tender light 

That makes her wakeful eye more bright: 

She seems to shine with a sunny ray, 

And the night looks like a mellow’d day 1 
The gracious mistress of the Main 
Hath now an undisturbed reign, 

And from her silent throne looks down. 

As upon children of her own, 

On the waves that lend their gentle breast 
In gladness for her couch of rest. 

WiLSOS. 


u. 

At midnight 

The moon arose ; and, lo 1 the ethereal cliSs 
Of Caucasus, whose icy summits shone 
Among the stars like sunlight, and around 
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Whose cavern’d base the whirlpools and the wave*, 
Banting and eddying irresistibly, 

Bage and resoond for ever. 

The crags closed round with black and jagged anna. 
The shatter'd mountain overhung the sea, 

And faster still beyond all hnmau speed, 

Suspended on the sweep of the smooth wave. 

The little boat was driven. A cavern there 
Yawn'd, and amid its slant and winding depths 
Ingulf'd the rushing sea. Bbkllxy 


Siilhig on t^i Sbon. 

Tbs tide has ebb’d away; 

No more wild dashings 'gainst the adamant rocks, 
Nor swaying amidst seaweed false, that mocks 
The hues of garden gay : 

No laugh of littls wavelets at their play : 

No lucid pools reflecting heaven's clear brow—' 
Both storm and calm alike are ended now. 

The rocks sit grey and lone: 

The shifting sand is spread so smooth and dry 
That nut a tide might ever have swept by 
Stirring it with rude rao.tn : 

Only some weedy fragment, idly thrown 
To rot beneath the sky, tell what has been: 

But Desolation's self has grown serene. 

Afar the mountains rise, 

And the broad estuary widens out. 

All sunshine; wheeling round and round about 
Seaward, a white bird flies. 

A bird 7 Nay, seems it rather in these eyes 
A spirit, o'er Eternity's dim sea, 

Calling —“ Come thou where all we glad souls be." 

O life I O silent shore, 

Where we sit patient I O gyest sea beyond. 

To which we turn with solemn hope and fond, 

But sorrowful no more 1 
A little while, and then we, too, shall soar 
Like white-wing’d sea-birds into the Infinite Deep: 
Till then, Thou, Father—wilt our spirits keep. 

Miss MDI.OCE. 
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The island lies nine leagaei awa^, 

Along ita aolitary shore, 

Of craggy rock and sandy bay, 

No sound but ocean’s roar, 

Save, where the bold, wild seabird makes her home; 
Her shrill cry coming through the sparkling foam. 

But when the light winds lie at rest, 

And on the giwy, heaving sea. 

The black duck, with her glossy breast, 

Sits swinging silently ; 

How beantiful 1 no ripples break the reach. 

And silvery waves go noiseless up the beach. 

And inland rests the green, warm dell; 

The brook comes tinkling down ita side; 
Fromxut the trees the Sabnath-bell 
Bings cheerful, far and wide. 

Mingling its sounds with blestings of the flocks, 
That feed about the vale amongst the rocks. 

B. H. Davs. 


^ bini ^c!t2 Sicau. 

I aEVEVBER, 

Two miles on this side of the fort, the road 
Crosses a deep ravine : ’tis rough and narrow. 
And winds with short turns down the preoipiae ; 
And in ita depths there is a mighty roM, 

Which has, from unimaginable years, 

Sustain'd itself with terror and with toil 
Over a gulf, end with the agony 
With which it clings, seems slowly coming down; 
Even as a wretched soul, hour afUr hour. 

Clings to Ihe mass of life ; yet clinging, leans, 
And, leaning, makes more dark the dread abyss 
In which it fears to full. Beneath this crag, 

Huge as despair, as if in weariness. 

The melancholy mountain yawns. Below, 

You hear, bat see not, an impetuons torrent 
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Rftgtog amoog the carerns, and a bridge 
Croaeea the chaetu ; and high above theee grow, 
With intersecting trunks, from crag to crag. 
Cedars, and yews, and pines ; whose tangled hair 
Is matted in one solid roof of shade 
By the dark ivy's twine. At noonday hers 
Tis twilight, and at aunaet blackest nif^t 

anxuurr. 


JsnbjtHpf. 

Ths tbrn^es sang. 

And shook my pulses and the elm’s new leaves ; 
And then I turn’d and held my finger up, 

And bade him mark, that howsoe'er the world 
Went ill, as he relat^, certainly 
The thrushes still s.'ing in it At which word 
His brow would soften, and he bore with me 
In melancholy patience, not unkind ; 

While, breaking into voluble ecstasy, 

I flatter’d all the beauteous country round, 

As poets use—the skies, the clouds, the fields, 

The happy violets, hiding from the roads 
The primroses run down to, carrving gold— 

The tangled hedge-rows, where the oowe posh out 
Their toTeraut horns and patient ohurniug mouths 
’Twixt dripping ash-boughs—hedge-rows all alive. 
With birds, and gnats, and large white butterflies, 
Which look as if the May-flower had caught life 
And palpitated forth upon the wmd— 

Hills, vales, woods, netted in a silver mist; 

Farms, granges, doubled up amoug the hi^ 

And cattle grazing in the water'd vales, 

And cottage chiiuueys smoking from the woods. 
And cottage rardens smelling everywhere, 

Confused with smell of orchanls, “See," I said, 
“And see, is God not with us on the earth 1 
And shall we put Him down by aught we do ? 
Who says there's nothing for the poor and vile, 
Save povertv and wickedness 1 behold !" 

And ankle-deep in Euglisb gmss I leap'd. 

And clapp'd my hands, and call’d all very fair. 

ELizancTB B. Baowmvo. 
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^ Sulu in H^ni. 

’Mono the green lane* of Kent—green sunny lanefr— 
'Where troops of children shout, and laugh, and play, 
And ^ther daisies, stood an antique home ; 

Within its orchard, rich with ruddy fruits, 

For the full year was laughing in his prime. 

Wealth of all flowers grew in that gai^en green. 

And the old porch with its great oaken door 
Was smother'd in rose-blooms, while o’er the walls 
t The honeysnckle clung deliciously. 

Before the door there lay a plot of grass, 

Snow’d o'er with daisies—flower by all beloved. 

And famousest in song—and in the midst, 

A carvdd fountain sto^, dried up and broken. 

On which a peacock perch’d and sunu’d itself 
Beneath, two petted rabbits, snowy white, 

Squatted upon the sward. 

A row of poplars darkly rose behind, 

Around whose tops, and the old-fashion’d vanes, 
'White pigeons flutter’d, and o’er all was beut 
The mighty sky, with sailing sunny clouds. 

Aleucakder SuiTn. 


^iius (iTinpouh a feb milts abofat Cmitm ^bbtg, sn 
rtbisilhtg t^e ^anks of l^e 3S{)c. 

Five years have past ; five summers, with the length 
Of five long winters I and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs 
With a soft inland murmur.—Once again 
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs. 

That on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and connect 
The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 

The day is come when I again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts, 
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits, 

Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 
’Mid groves and copses. Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run w'dd: these pastoral farms 
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Omn to tlie rerj door; and wreotht of imoke 
8rot up, iu •ileooe, from among the tract 1 
With coma uncertain notice, as might seem 
Of Tsgraut dwellen in the houielcM woods. 

Or of tome Hermit'i cave, where bj his fire 
The Hermit sits alone. 


These beauteona forms. 
Through a long absence, have not been to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man's e;e ; 

But oil in lonelj rooms, and 'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 

Felt in the blood, and felt along the be^ ; 

And passing even into my purer mind. 

With tranquil restoration :—feelings tM 
Of unremember'd pleasure: such, perhaps, 

As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man’s life, 

Bis little, nameless, unremember’d acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust. 

To them I may have owed another gift, 

Of aspect mure sublime ; that blessed mood, 

In which the bnrthen of the mystery, 

In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligble world, 
la lighten'd ;—that serene and blessed mood 
In which the affections gently lead us on,— 

Until the breath of this corporeal frame, 

And even the motion of our human blood, 

Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living sonl: 

Wliile with an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 

We see into the life of things. 

If this 

Be hut a vain belief, yet oh 1 bow oft— 

In darkness and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world. 

Have bung upon the beatings of my heart— 

How oft, in spirit, have 1 turn'd tu thee, 

O sylvan Wye I thon wanderer through the woods. 
How often has my spirit turn'd to thee I 
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AKd noir, with gleam* of half-extingoiab’d ihooglit, 
With many recognition* dim and faint, 

And somewhat of a lad perplexity, 

The picture of the mind revives again; 

While here 1 stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasnre, but with pleasing thonghta 
That in this moment there is life and food 
For fhture yean. And *0 I dare to hope, 

Tliongh changed, no doubt, from what 1 was when first 
I came among these hills ; when like a roe 
I bonoded o’er the moontains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 

Wherever nature led: more like a men 
Flying from something that he dreads, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 

And their glad animal movements all gone by) 

To me was all in all.—I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock, 

The mountain, aud the deep and gloomy vrood, 

Their colonrs and their forms, were then to me 
An appetite; a feeling and a love, 

That had no need of a remoter charm, 

^ thongbt supplied, nor any interest 
Tjnborrow'd from the eye.—That time is past, 

And all its aching joys are now no mors, 

And all its diszy raptures. Kot for this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur ; other gifts 
Have follow’d ; for such lo.sa, I would believe, 
Abundant recorapenee. For 1 have learn’d 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth, bnt bearing oftentimea 
The still, sad music of humanity, 

Nor bar^ nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. Aud I have felt 
A presenos that disturbs me vrith the joy 
Of elevated thonghts; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused. 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suni^ 

And the round ocean, and the living air. 

And the bine sky, and in the mind of man ; 

A motion and a spirit that impels 

Ail Uiinking things, all objsots of *11 thought, 
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And roll! throngh all thingn. Tbervfcre an I dill 
A lorer of th« meadowi and the wooda 
And raonntains; and of all that we behold 
From thie green earth ; of all the migbtj worid 
Of e;e and ear—both what thej half ereato, 

And what perceire; well pleaae<l to reoogniaa 
In nature and the language of the aenie, 

The anchor of my pureet thoughta, the nurea 
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and aoul 
Of all my moraT being. 

Nor Mrehance, 

If I were not thua taught, ahould 1 the more 
Safbr my genial q>irita to decay: 

For thou art with me here upon the hanks 
Of thia fair rirer; thou my aeareat Friend, 

My dear, dear Friend ; and in thy roiee I catch 
The language of my former hearty and read 
My former pleaaorea in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh I yet a little while 
May I behold in thee what I was once, 

My dear, dear Sister 1 and thia prayer I make. 
Knowing that nature nerer did betray 
The heart that loved her ; 'tie her privilege, 
Thrungh all the years of this our life, to Iwd 
From Joy to joy: For she can eo inform 
The mind that is within ua, so impreea 
With quietuesa and beauty, and ao feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongnea, 
Raah judgments, nor the tneera of eelSab men. 

Nor greetinga where no kindneas is, nor all 
Tbt dreary interoouree of daily life, 

Shall e'er prevail againat ua or disturb 
Our eheerful faith, that all which we behold 
la full of bleaainga. Therefore 1st the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solit^ walk; 

An il let the misty mountain'winds be free 
To blow against thee: and hi alter years, 

When theee wild antoaies shall be matured 
Into a sober plessure; when thy mind 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms. 

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 

For all sweet Bounds and harmonies; oh 1 then. 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief. 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
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Of tender joy wilit thou remember me, 

And these my ex.hort&tions I Nor, perchance— 

If I should be where I no more can near 

Thy voice, nor cadcli from thy wild eyes these gleams 

Of past existence—wilt thbn then forget 

That on the banka of this delightful stream 

We stood together ; and that I, so long 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came 

Unweariea in that service: rather say 

With warmer love—oh ! with &r deeper seal 

Of holier love. JNor wilt thou then forget, 

That after many wanderings, many years 
Of abeence, these steep woods and lolty cliffi^ 

And this green pastom landscape, were to me 
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake 1 

Wordsworth. 


%, $minnlmiiut of Snmttt. 

' O TALE and lake, within raur mountain-nm 
Smiling so tranqciilly, and set so deep I 
Oft doth your dre^amy loveliness return. 

Colouring the tender shadows of my sleep 
With light Elysian ; for the hoes that steep 
Tour shores in melting lustre, seem to doat 
On golden clouds from spirit-landa remote. 

Isles of the blest; and in our memory keep 
Their place with holiest harmonies. Fair scene. 
Moat loved by evening and her dewy star I ■ 

Oh I ne'er may misn, with touch unhallow'd, jar 
The perfect music of thy charm serene I 
Still, still nnchanf^d, may one sweet region wear 
Smiles that subdue the soul to love, and tears, and 
prayer. 

Msa. Hxmars. 
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^ " plan of ittftimg grttn for ^atii nabt.*' 

I arooD tiptoe upon a little hill, 

Tlie air waa cooling, and to Terr itill 

That the tweet budt which, with a modeet pride. 

Pull droopingljr, in alaoting cnrve atide, 

Their tcantjrdeared and 6nely tapering ttema, 

Had not yet lost their starry diaaemt 
Canght from the early cobbing of the mom. 

The clonda were pure and white at flocka new-ihom, 
Ajid freeh from the clear brook ; tweetly they tlept 
On the blue fieldi of heaven, and then there crept 
A little Doiaelesa noise among the leavet, 

]^rn of the very sigh that silence heaves; 

For nut the faintest motion could be teen 
Of all the shades that slanted o'er the gmn. 

There was wide wandering for the greMiest eye 
To peer about npon variety; 

Far round the horizon’s crystal air to tkim, 

And trace the dwindled edgings of its brim ; 

To picture ont the qnaint and curious bending 
Of a fresh woodland alley never-ending: 

Or by the bowery clefts and leafy shelves. 

Guess where the jaunty streams refresh themselves. 

Here are sweet peas, on tiptoe for a flight ; 

With wings of gentle flush o'er delicate white, 

And taper fingers catching at all things, 

To bind them all abont with tiny rings. 

Linger awhile upon some bending planks 
That lean against a streamlet’s nitny hanks, 

And watch intently Nature's gentle doings: 

They will be fonnd softer than ringdoves" oooings. 
How silent comes the water round that bend I 
Not the minntest whisper does it send 
To the o’erhanging sallows; blades of grass 
Slowly across the checker'd shadows pass. 

Why, you might read two sonnets ere they reach 
To where the harrying freshnesses aye preach 
A natural sermon o’er their pebbly beds; 

Where swarms of minnows snow their little heads,, 
Staying their wavy bodies 'gainst the streams, 

To taste the Inznry of sonny beams 
Temper’d with coolness. How they ever wrestle 
With their own sweet delight, and ever nestle 
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Their liWer bellies on the pebbly eeud I 
If yon bat scsatily bold out the hand, 

That very iuitant not one will remain ; 

But tarn yoar eye, and they are there again. 

The ripples seem right glad to reach those crssaea, 
And cool themselves among the emerald tresses; 
The while they cool thems^ves, they freshness give. 
And moistore, that the bowery green may live: 

So Iteeping up an interchange of favours, 

Like good men in the truth of their behaviours. 
Sometimes goldfinches one by oue will drop 
From low hung branches; little space they stop; 
But sip, and twitter, and their feathers sleek ; 

Then off at once, as in a wanton freak; 

Or perhaps, to show their black and golden wings, 
Pausing upon their yellow flntteringa. 

What next 1 a tuft of evening primroses, 

O'er which the mind may hover till it doses; 

O'er which it well might take a pleasant sleep, 

Bat that ’tis ever startled by the leiip 
Of buds into ripe flowers; or by the flitting 
Of divers moths that aye their rest are quitldog; 

Or by the moon lifting her silver rim 
Above a cloud, and with a gradual swim 
Coming into the blue with all her light. 

EIxatb. 


iJUliiiu, 

Thx snmmer dawn’s reflected hue 
To purple changed Loch Katrine blue , 
Mildly and soft the western breeze 
Just kiss'd the lake, just stirr'd the toeea. 
And the pleased lake, like maiden coy. 
Trembled but dimpled not for joy ; 

The mountain-shadows on her meast 
Were neither broken nor at rest •, 

In bright uncertainty thev lie. 

Like future joys to Fancy s eye. 

The water-lily to the light 
Her chalice rear’d of silver bright; 
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The doe awoke, and to the lawn, 

Begemm'd with dew-drope, led her lawn; 

The grtj mitt left the mountain-aide, 

The torrent ehow'd ita gliatening pride ; 
InrUible in flecked aky. 

The lark aent down her reeelrr ; 

The blackbird and ilie apecklea tbruah. 
Good-morrow gave from brake and buah ; 

In anawer coo'd the cuahat-dove 
Her notes of peace, and rest, and love. 

Scott. 


Ssnb o{ % Cpu. 

O TV dales 

Of Ttbs. and ya most eacient woodlands; where 
Oft, as tne giant flood obliqoely strides, 

And hia banka open and his lawns extend. 

Stops short the pleased traveller to view. 
Presiding o’er the seene, some matio tower 
Founded bj Norman or by Saxon handa: 

O ye Northumbrian shades, which overlook 
The rocky pavement and the moasy falls 
Of aolita^ Wensbeck's limpi<l stream f 
How gbufly I recall vonr well-known seats 
Beloved of old, and that delightful time 
Whan all alone, for many a summer's day, 

1 wander'd through your calm recesses, led 
In sUenca br some powerful band unseen. 

Nor will I i^er forget yon ; nor shall e’er 
' The graver tasks of manhood, or the advice 
Of vulgar wisdom, move me to disclaim 
Those studies which possess'd me in the dawn 
Of life, and fix'd the colour of my mind 
For every fntnre year: whence even now 
From sleep I rescue the clear hours of mom, 
An^ while the world arouud lies overwhelm'd 
In idle darkness, an. alive to thonghts 
Of bnaioorabla fome, of truth divine 
Or moral, and of minds to virtue woo 
By the sweet magic of harmonious versei 

Auvstnc. 
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Britltn b^U Sailing ht a Cbtning. 

How ri^Iy glowa^ the water'e hreeat 
Before ns, ting^ with erening hoee, 

While, CeciDg thni the criiDion weet, 

The boat her lilent eoanie pnreaee I 
And eee how dark the backward itream t 
A little moment paat ao smiling I 
And still, perhafia, with faithlens gleam, 

Some other loiterem beguiling. 

W0RD8WOBTH. 


ipiiasona of a donsl Jib. 

MAaiao, thon eeest, though eoartlj pleasnres want 
Tet eoanti7 sport in Bbeivood is not eoant: 

For the sonl^raeishin^ delieioos soond 
Of instrumental music we hare found 
The winged qniristera, with dieen notes 
Sent from their qnaiut reeording pretty throats, 

On eTei7 branch that compasseth onr bower, 
Withont command oontenUng us each hour. 

For arras hangings and rich tapestry 
We have sweet Nature’s best embroidery. 

For thy steel glass, wherein thou wont'st to look. 
Thy crystal eyes gaze in a crystal brook. 

At court a flower or two did deck thy head. 

Now with whole garlands it is eirclM ; 

For what we want in wealth, we have in flowers; 
And what we lose in balls we find in bowers. 

Skxltoh. 


^onti Bi JooabFi. 

Tbs noonday son 

Now shone npon the forest, one vast mass 
Of mingling shade, whoee brown magnificence 
A narrow vale emboaoma There, hnge eaves, 
Scoop'd in the dark base of those afiry rocks. 
Mockin g its moans, respond and roar for ever. 
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The lueetiug boughs ned implicated leaves 
Wore twilight o’er the Poets path, as led 
^ lore, or dream, or god, or mightier Death, 

He sought in Nature’s dearest haunt, some bank, 

Her er^le, and bU sepulchre. More dark 
And dark the shades accumulate—the oak, 
Expanding its immeuse aud knotty arms. 

Embraces the light beech. The pyramids 
Of the tall cedar, orerarching, frame 
Most solemn domes within, end far below. 

Like clouds suspended in an emerald sky. 

The ash and the acacia floating hang 

Tremulous and pnle. Like restless serpents, clothed 

In rainbow aud in fire, the parasites, 

Stsir'd with ten thousand blossoms, flow around 
The grey trunks; and, as mmesorae infants' eyes, 
With gentle meanings, and most innocent wiles. 

Fold their beams round the hearts of those that lore, 
These twine their tendrils, with the wedded boughs 
Uniting thi-ir close union ; the woven leaves 
Make neUwork of the dark blue light of day, 

And the night's noontide clearness, mutable 
As shapes in the weird clouds. Soft mossy lawns 
Beneatn these canopies extend their swells, 

Fragrant with perfumed herbs, and eyed with blooms 

Minute, yet beautiful. One darkest gleu 

Sends from its woods of musk-rose, twined with jasmine, 

A aoni-diaaolving odour, to invite 

To some more lovely mystery. Through the dell. 

Silence and twilight here, twin-sisters, Keep 

Their noonday watch, and aail among the shades, 

Like vaporous ab.-ipes half-seen ; beyond, a well. 
Dark, gleaming, and of most translucent wave. 
Images all the woven bongha above, 

AjkT each depending leaf, ami every speck 
Of azure sky, darting between their chasms; 

Nor aught else in the liquid mirror laves 
Its portraiture, but some inconstant star 
Between one foliagrd lattice twinkling fair. 

Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon, 

Or gorgeous insect, floating motionless. 

Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings 
Have spread their glories to the gaze of noon. 

Sdeixet. 
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^DTtti ^unbacoft. 

Into that foreft far thej thence him led, 

Where was their dwelline, in a pleasant glade 
With motmtaiDB round about environed; 

And mightjr woods which did the valley shade 
And like a stately theatre it made. 

Spreading itself into a spacious plain ; 

And in the midst a little river play'd 
Amongst the pumy stoneo, wbi^ seem'd to plain 
With gentle murmur that his coarse they did restrain. 
Besiile the same a dainty place there Liy, 

Planted with myrtle-trees and laurels green, 

In which the birds sung many a lovely lay 
Of Qod's high praise and of their lore’s sweet tean, 
As it an earthly paradise had been; 

In whose enclo^l shadow there was pight 
A fair pavilion, scarcely to be seen, 

The which was all within most richly digbt, 

That greatest princes living it might weU delight. 

Spknscr. 


Jfottsl bg JJra. 

Ws wander'd to the Pino Forest 
That skirts the ocean's foam ; 

The lightest wind was in its nest. 

The tempest in its home. 

The whisp'ring waves were half asleep, 
The clouds were gone to play, 

And on the bosom of the deep 
The smile of heaven lay ; 

It seem’d as if the hour were one 
Sent from beyond the skies, 

Which scatter'd from above the sun 
A light of Paradise 1 
We paused amid the pines that stood 
The giants of the waste. 

Tortured by storms to shapes as rude 
As serpents interlaced,— 

And soothed by every azure breath 
That under heaven is blown. 

To harmonies and hues beneath, 

As tender as its own t 
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Now aU the tre«-tops Iny Mloep 
Lika green waves on Utt mm ; 

An alill as is the silent deep 
The ocean-woods maj be. 

How calm it was I the silence there 
Bj each a chain was bonod, 

That even the busv woodpecker 
Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable qaietnssa; 

The breath of peace we drew. 

With its soft motion made not leas 
The calm that round os grew. 

There seem'd from the remotest neat 
Of the wide mountain waste, 

To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced. 

A spirit interfnsed around, 

A thrilling silent life; 

To momentary peace it bound 
Our mortal nature’s strife; 

And still I felt the centre of 
The magic circle there, 

Was one fair form that Ril'd with love 
The lifeless atmosphere. 

"We paused beside the pools that iis 
Under the forest bongo ; 

Each seem’d as 'twere a lit^s sky 
Onird in a world below; 

A firmament of purple light 
Which in the dark earUk lay. 

More boundless than the depth of night, 
And purer than the day— 

In whi^ the lovely forests grew. 

As in the upper air, 

More perfect noth in shape and hue 
Than any spreading there. 

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn. 
And through the dark green woods 
The white eon, twinkling like the dawu 
Out of a speckled clot^ 



48 


FOEKB or KATURXi 


Sweet riewB which in our world above 
Can never well be seen, 

"Were imaged by the water’s love 
Of that fair forest green; 

And aU was iuterfue^ beneath 
With an Elysian glow, 

An atmosphere without a breath, 

A softer day below. 

Sbzllzt. 


gTHuh nib SSnob*. 

0 xvsa welcome are the grand old woods, 

Fresh in young April, quick with shooting green { 
Or rich in June, with luxury of leaves : 

Right lovely are they in their growing pride, 

But lovelier in their glory of decay. 

Right joyous are they when the happy birds 
Salute the mom with thousand-throated songs, 

Or pour soft vespers to the setting sun. 

Singing the summer day to balmy rest. 

Or when alone the cuckoo's monotone 
Lulls drowsy noon ; or when sweet Philomel 
Trills passionate mu!<ic to the listening night. 

And wakes the dreaming rose-buds with her song 

O fair and joyous are the woods in summer! 

But when the birds are still, and faded leaves 
Fall in the silence, silently and slow, 

Then their solemnities have deeper joy. 

Though leas of rapture. And it is the prime 
Of the year's growth, and prodigality 
Of ever-new delights, to linger loug 
When Queenly Autumn, laden with the wealtli 
Of all the seasons, passes in her pomp. 

Whitmorjs. 


Cort^, ©«ait, ^ir. 

KiHTH, Ocean, Air, beloved brotherhood ! 

If our great Mother have imbued my soul 

With aught of nutural piety to feel 

Your love, and recompense the boon with mine i 
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If dewy morn, end odorotu noon, nnd even 
With Bunaet and ita gorgeuns miniatera, 

And aolemn midnight’a tingling silentneaa; 

If Antnmn’s hollow aighs in the aere wood, 

And Wintar'a robing with pnre anow and erowna 
Of atany ice the grey graaa and bare bourha; 

If Spring's yoluptuoua pantlnga when ahe nreathea 
Her iirat sweet aissee, nare been dear to me; 

If no bright bird, insect, or gentle beaat 
I consciously have injured, but etill loved 
And cherish'd these my kindred ;—then forgive 
This boast, beloved brethren, and withdraw 
No portion of your wonted favonr now. Shelley. 


Cbtinng on ^sKr Jcmin. 

It is the hush of night, and all between 
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet clear, 
Mellow’d and mingling, yet distinctly seen, 

Save darken'd Jura, whose capt heights appe.ir 
Precipitously steep ; and drawing near, 

Tliere breathes a livuig fragrance from the shore, 

Of flowers yet fresh with childhood ; on the enr 
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar. 

Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night carol more; 

He is an evening reveller, who makes 
Hia life an in^cy, and sings his fill; 

At intervals, some bird from out the brakes 
Starts into voice a moment, then is still. 

There seems a floating whisper on the hill. 

But that is hncy, for the starught dewa 
All silently their tears of love instil. 

Weeping themselves awav, till they infuse 
Deep into Nature's breast the spirit of her hues. 

Ye stare I which are the poetry of heaven I 
If in your bright leaves we would read the fata 
Of men and empires,—^"tis to bo forgiven, 

That in our aspirations to be great, 

Our destinies o'erleap their mortal state. 

And claim a kindred with you ; for ye are 
A beauty and a mystery, and create 
In us each love and reverence from afar. 

That fortune, lame, power, life, have named themselves 
a star. 

* f 
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All hearen and earth are atill—though not in sleep, 
But breathless, as we ^row when feeling most; 
Anil silent, as we stand m thoughts too clMp:— 

All hearen and earth are still; from the mgh host 
Of atara, to the lull’d lake and mountain-ooart, 

All is concentred in a life intense, 

Where not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost, 

But bath a part of being, and a sense 
Of that which is of all Creator and defence. 

Then stirs the feeling inSnite, so felt 
In solitude, where we are lea*t alone ; 

A truth, which through our being then doth melt, 
And purifies from seif: it is a toue, 

The soul and source of music, which makes knowu 
Eternal harmony, and sheds a charm. 

Like to the tabled Cytherea’s zone, 

Binding all things with beauty ;—*1 would diaarm 
The spectre Death, had he substantial power to harm 
Not Tainly did the early Fersiau make 
Uis altar the high places, and the peak 
Of earth-o'ergazing mountaina, and thus take 
A fit and uuwaU'd temple, there to seek 
The Spirit, in whoes honour shrines are weak, 
Uprear’d of human bauds. Come, and compare 
Columna aud idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek, 

With nature’s realms of worship, earth and air ; 

Nor fix ou fond abodes to circumscribo thy prayer 1 

Braoif. 


ni ^3;gbr(sh. 

Tax sunbeams streak the azure skies, 

And line with light the mountain’s brow ; 
With houuda and home the hunters rise, 
And chase the roebuck through the snow. 
The goats wind slow their wonted way, 

Up craggy steeps and ridges ruds, 

Marx’d by the wild wolf for his prey. 

From desert care or hanging wood. 

And while the torrent thunders loud. 

And as the echoing olifb reply, 

The huts peep o’er the morning cloud, 
Perch'd like on eagle's neat on high. 


Boozrs. 
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jSlom on f^e ^Ipi. 

Thk iky ia changed!—utd each a change t Oh, nght. 
And etorm, and darknew, je are wondrona ttroug. 
Yet loTcljr in your itrengtb, aa ia tha light 
Of a dairk eye ia woman t Far along, 

From peak to peak, the rattling oraga aaobg 
Leapa the live thnndar: Not from one lone cload, 
But every mountain now hatli found a tooffue, 

And Jura anawera, through her miety ahrou^ 

Back to the joyoua Alps, who call to her aloud 1 

And thia ia in the night: Moat gloriona night I 
Thou wert not aent for alumMr! Let me be 
A aharer in thr fierce and far delight,— 

A portion of the tempest and of thee t 
How tlie lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea. 

And the big rain comes dancing to the earth 1 
And now again 'tie black,—and now, the glee 
Of the lond hilla shakes with ita monntain-mirth, 

Aa if they did rejoice o'er a young earthquake's birth. 

Sk^ mountains, river, winds, lake, lightnings I ye ! 

With night, and clonda, and thunder, and a soul 
To make these felt and feeling, well may be 

Things that have made roe watchfiil; the &r roll 
Of your departing voices is the knoll 
Of what in me ia sleepless,—If I rest. 

But where of ye, O tempests I ia the goal 1 
Are ye like those within the human breast t 
Or do ye find at length, like eagles, some high nest t 

Bnott. 


9mnmrf longings. 

Ab 1 my heart ia weary waiting, 
Waiting for the May— 

Waiting for the pleasant rambles. 
Where the fragrant hawthorn br^bles. 
With the woodbine alternating. 

Scent the dewy way. 

Ah I my heart is weary waiting, 
WaiUng for the May. 
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Ah 1 my heart ia aick with longing, 

Longing for the Maj— 

Longing to eacepe from atudy. 

To ue yonng face fiur and mddy, 

And the tbooaand charma belonging 
To the Bummer'a day. 

Ah I my heart ia aick with longing, 

Longing for the May. 

Ah t my heart is eore with sighing. 

Sighing for the May— 

Sighing for their sure returning. 

When the aummer beams are homing, 

Hopes and flowers that, dead or dying 
^ the winter lay. , 

Ah t my heart ia sore with sighing, 

Sighing for the May. 

Ah I my heart ia pain'd with throbbing, 
Throbbing for toe May— 

Throbbing for the sea-side billows, 

Or the water-wooing willows; 

Where, in laughing and in sobbing 
Glide the streams away. 

Ah I mr heart, my heart ia throbbing. 
Throbbing for the May. 

Waiting sad, delected, weary, 

Waiting for the May. 

Spring goes oy with wasted warning. 

Moon-lit evenings, son-bright mornings; 

Summer comes, yet dark and dreary 
Life still ebbs away: 

Man is ever weary, weary, 

Waiting for the May I McOaRTHr. 

^it ^prtl Jsj. 

Au. day the low-hang clouds have dropt 
Their garner’d fulness down ; 

All day Aat soft grey mist hath wrapt 
Hill, valley, grove, and town. 

There has not been a sound to-day 
To break the calm of nature. 

Nor motion, I might almost say, 

Of life, or living creature; 
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Of warioff bough, or warbling bird, 

Or cattle faintly lowing: 

I could hare half-beUered I heard 
The leave! and bloeaoms growing. 

I stood to hear—I love it welt— 

The rain’s continuous sound, 

Small drops, but thick and fast thsy fell, 
Down straight into the ground. 

For leafy thickness is not yet 
Earth’s naked breast to screen, 

Though every dripping branch is set 
With shoots of tender green. 

• 

Sure, since 1 look’d at early mom, 

Those honeysuckle bods 

Have swell’d to double growth ; that thorn 
Hath put forth larger studs ; 

That lilac’s oleaving cones have burst, 

The milk-white flowers revealing; 

Even now, uran my seusea tint 
Methinks their sweets are stealing. 

The very earth, the steamv air, 

Is all with fragrance rife ; 

And grace and l^uty everywhere 
Are flushing into life. 

Down, down they come—those fruitful stores I 
Those earth-rejoicing drops I 

A momentary deluge pours. 

Then thins, decreases, stops; 

And ere the dimples on the stream 
Have circled out of sight, 

Lo 1 from the west, a parting gleam 
Breaks forth, of amMr light. 

But yet behold—abrupt and loud 
Comes down the glittering rain ] 

The &rewell of a paswng cloud. 

The binges of her bam. 

Cbaucsb. 
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Now that the winter’s gone, the earth hath lost 
Her snow-white robes, and now no more the firost 
Candies the grass, or caste an icjr cream 
Upon the silver lake, or crvsUl stream; 

But the warm sun thaws tne bennmbdd earth. 
And makes it tender; gives a second birth 
To the dead swallow ; wakes in hollow tree 
The drowsy cuckoo, and the humble bee. 

Now do a choir of chiiming minstrels bring 
In triumph to the world the youthful Spring: 

The valleys, hills, and woods, in rich array, 
Welcome the coming of the long’d-for May, 

Carew. 


n. 

The swallow, for a moment seen, 

Skicu in haste the village green ; 

From the grey moor, on feeble wing, 

The screaming plovers idly ^ring. 

Fraught with a transient frozen shower 
If a clond should haply lour, 

Sailing o’er the landscape dark. 

Mute on a sudden is the lark ; 

But when gleams the sun amin, 

O’er the pearl-besprinkled ^ain. 

And from behind nis watery veil 
Looks through the thin-descending hail; 

She mounts, and, lessening to the sight. 

Salutes the blithe return of light. 

And high her tuneful track pursnes 
’Mid the dim rainbow’s scatter’d hues. 

Wabtos 


m* 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 
On every blooming tree, 

And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 
Ont o’er the grassy lea. 

And lav’rocks wake the merry more, 
Aloft on dewy wing ; 

The merle, in his noontide bower, 
Makes woodland echoes ring 
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The m&Tie wild, with man; a note, 

Sings drows; da; to rest; 

(n loYfl and freedom the; rejoice. 

With care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lil; b; the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 

The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the elae. Burhb. 


Vent of jl{rnng. 

1 com, I come I ;e have call'd me long— 

( come o'er the mountains with light and song I 
Fe ma}^ trace m; step o'er the waking earth 
B; the winds which tell of the violet's birth, 

B; the primrose-stars in the shadow; grass, 

B; the green leaves opening as 1 pass. 

I have breathed on the South, and the chestnut flowers, 
B; thousands, have burst from the forest-bowers. 

And the ancient graves, and the fallen fanes 
Are veil'd with wreaths on Italian plains ;— 

But it is not for me, in m; hour of bloom, 

To speak of the ruin or the tomb I 
I have look'd on the hills of the storm; North, 

And the larch has hung all his tassels forth. 

The fisher is out on the sunn; sea. 

And the reindeer bounds throneh the pasture free, 

And the pine has a fringe of solter green, 

And the moss looks bri^t where m; foot hath been. 

1 have sent through the wood-paths a glowing sigh, 
And call'd out eacn voice of the deepblue sk; ; 

From the night-bird's la; through tbe 8tarr;-time, 

In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime. 

To the swan's wild note b; the Iceland lakes, 

When the dark fir-branch into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and fonnts I have loosed the chain, 
The; are sweeping on to the silver; main, 

The; are flashing down from the mountain brows, 

The; are flinging spm; o'er the forest boughs. 

The; are bursting mesh from their sparr; caves, 

And the earth resounds with the jo; of waves I 

Mb* Hdcass. 
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Jiius fimtttn in f arlg 9]^g. 

I BKAKD a thooaaad blended notes 
While in a ^ve I eat reclin'd. 

In that aweet mood when pleasant thonghts 
Bring aad thonghts to the mind. 

To her lair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran t 

And much it grieved mj heart to think 
What man ha* made of man. 

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower, 
The periwinkle trail’d its wreaths; 

And *tis mr faith that ererj flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopp'd and play’d, 

Their thoughts I cannot measure;— 

But the least motion which they made, 

It seem’d a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan 
To catch the breezy sir ; 

And I must think, do all I can. 

That there was pleasnre there. 

If this belief from heaven be sent, 

If such be Nature’s holy plan. 

Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man t 

WORDSWOBTH. 


I^onu l^rag^s &ain 

Oa, to be in England, 

Now that April’s there. 

And whoever wakes in England 
Bees, some momine, unaware. 

That the lowest bon^s and the brush-wood sheaf 
Bound the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf; 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England-now 1 
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And sft«r April, when Msy follows, 

And the whitethrost baild^ snd sll tboswsllows— 
Hsrk I where my blossom'd pear-tree in the hedge 
LesTea to the field and scatters on the olorer 
Blossoms and dewdrops—^at the bent spray’s 

That's the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice orer, 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 
The nnt fine careless rapture I 
And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little children’s dower. 

Far brighter thim this gaudy melon-flower t 

Baowjiufo. 


aiirs. 

Tbiw came firir May, the fairest maid on ground, 
Deck’d all with dainties of her season’s pride, 

And throwing flowers out of her lap around: 

Upon two brethren's shoulders she did ride, 

The Twins of Leda, which, on either aide, 

Supported her like to their sovereign queen. 

Lord t how all creatures laugh'd when her they spied, 
And leap’d and danced as they had ravish’d been ; 

And Cupid's self about her flatter’d all in green. 

Sfexseb. 


Song—on Jag Stenting. 

Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger. 
Comes dancing from the East, and leads with her 
The flowery luy, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose. 

Hail bounteous May I that dost inspire 
Mirth and youth, and warm desire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dressing. 

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 

Thus we salute thee with our early song, 

And welcome thee, and wish thee long. 


Miltoh. 
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^ Spring Song. 

Swijiow, (wanow, bitber wing, 

Hither, awailow, bringiog spring; 

Trom the lake bath gone the teal, 

'Red the widgeon horn the stream, 

Now DO more onr bnrstiDo woods 
Hear the swooping merlin’s scream; 

Come, thon dawn ofsnmmer, coma, 

Hither leaves and shadows bringing, 

Btaded fhrrows—nested eaves,— 

Sweetest songs the Sonth is singing; 
Bringing violets—bringing spring, 

Hither, swallow, hither wing. 

Swallow, swallow, hither wing, 

Dearest playmate of the spring ; 

Come—the celandine no more 
Dreads the gusty wrath of March,— 

Gkildeu tassell’d is the birch,— 

Btoerald fringes hath the larch ;— 

Come, tbon news of summer, come. 

Trills and hedge-row tsrittennKS bringing. 
Quivering mountings of the lark,— 

Shrillest Bonss the ousel's singing; 

Snowing orchards, flight of spring. 

Hither, swallow, hither wing. 

Braiferr. 


jigring Stoimng. 

Swnr Is the breath of Mom, her rising sweet, 
With ohann of earliest birds ; pleasant the eon. 
When first on this delightful Ism he spreads 
His orient beams on herb, tree, fruit, and flower. 
Glistering with dew; fragrant the earth 
After son showers { and sweet the coming on 
Of grateful Evening mild: then silent Night, 

With this her solemn bird, and this fair moon. 

And these tbs gems of heaven, her starry train. 

Mu.to5. 
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T xxow • 1 mi« thick Mt with golden broom, 

'Where the pale primroM and UU orohia bloom; 

And axiire viole^ lowly drooping, abed 
Deliciooa perfume round their moaay bed ; 

And ell the firat-bom bloaaoma of the year 
That apring unoultnred, bud end bloaaom here. 

Oh I ’tia e lovely spot I high overhead 
Gigantic oaka their lofty branchea apread; 

The gloaay ivy, the rich eglantine, 

The rambling briony, andaweet woodbine. 

Fling their (antaatic wreathe from apray to apray. 

And ahower their treaanrea in the lap of May. 

Here the blithe blackbird trilla hia matin aong 
Tdl woodland della hia bugle-notea prolong; 

And the gay linnet and the airy thruah 
Reapenaive whiatle fiom the liawthom bnah ; 

Near, though unaeen, the lonely cuckoo float^ 

And wakea the mom with hia complaining notes ; 

Here the ah^ partridge leada her vellow brood, 

And the majeatic pheasant from the wood 
No longer dreads the cruel fowler's gun, 

But sports hia gorgeous plumage in the aim. 

Tia passing sweet to rove these woodland bowers, 

When the young sun has shed on leaves and flowers 
A tender glory, and the balmy thorn 
Spreads hia white banner to the breath of mom— 
Sporting a coronal of living light, 

Strung from the dewdrops of the weeping night. 

Tia iweet to trace the footstepa of the spring 
O’er the greeu earth—to see her lightly fling 
Her flowery wreaths on Nature's breathing ahrine. 

And ronnd the hoary woods her garlands twine; 

To hesr her voice in every passing brerse 
That stirs the new-bom foliage on the treea 
Tie aweet to hear the aonga of birds arise 
At early dawn—to gate on clondlesa tkiea— 

To scatter round you, as you lightly pass, 

A abowe* of diamonda from each blade of grass ; 

And while your footatepe press the dewy iwd, 

“ To look through Nature np to Nature's Ood." 

Maet Howitt. 

r 
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Smig on Siiring Sbm. 

Tex year’s at the spring, 

And day's at the mom ; 

Moraino’s at seven; 

The hilHside’s dew-pearl'd. 

The lark's on the wing ; 

The snail's on the thorn ; 

God's in his heaven— 

All’s right with the world ! Bnownixo. 


Spring tmh S om n ur . 

QRACzrui.LT, gleefully, trippingly go 

O’er the bright mountains the fawn and the roe; 

Joyfully, tunefully, lovingly sing 

All the sweet birds in the ear of the spring. 

Hopeibllv, carefully, joyftilly she 

Scatters ner smiles o’er the mountains and lea. 

Summer descends like a Bridegroom, whose glow 

Crimsons the blossoms the spring bade to blow ; 

^ring is his bride, and she sits at his feet. 

Veil’d in his glory, but ruling him sweet. Habois. 


SonmttT. 

Tbeh came the jolly Summer, being dight 
In a thin silken cassock colour’d greene. 

That was unlyn6d all, to be more light: 

And on his head a girlond well Mseene 
He wore, from which as he had chanffed been 
The sweat did drop; and in his hand he bore, 

A bowe and shaftes, as he in forrest greene 
Had hunted late the Libbard or the Bore, 

And now would bathe his limbs with labor heated sore. 

Spbnbxb. 


Siamnur—6arlj Jfonring. 

'Tu mom, but yet the full and cloudless moon 
Fours from her starry um a chasten’d light; 
Tis but a little space beyond the noon— 

The still, delicious noon of summer’s night; 
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Forth from my home I take an early flight, 

Down the lone rale parsne my deriona way. 

Bound o’er the meadows with a keen delight, 

Brush from the foreet leares the dewy spray, 

And scale the toilsome steep, to watch the kindlin£ day. 

The lark is np disdainful of the earth, 

Exulting in his airy realm on high ; 

His song, profuse in melody and mirth, 

Makes vocal all the region of the sky ; 

The moor-cock, stArtlea with a sudden cry. 

Springs from beneath my feet; and, as I pass. 

The sheep regard me with an earnest eye. 

Ceasing to nibble at the scanty grasn. 

And scour the barren waste in one tumuituona mass. 

But lo, the stars are waning, and the dawn 
Blushes and bums athwart the east;—behold. 

The early sun, behind the upland lawn, 

Looks o’er the summit with a front of gold ; 

Back from his beaming brow the mists are roll’d. 

And as he climbs the crystal tower of mom. 

Rocks, woods, and glens their shadowy depths unfold ; 
The trembling dews grow brighter on the thorn, 

And Nature smiles as fresh as if but newly born. 

Qod of the boundless universe I I come 
To hold communion with myself and Thee I 
And though excess of beauty makes me dumb, 

My thoughts are eloquent with all I see; 

My foot IS on the mountains—I am free. 

And buoyant as the winds that round me blow. 

My dreams are sunny as yon pleasant lea. 

And tnmquil as the pool that sleepe below; 

While, cimling round my heart, a poet's raptures glow. 

Oh, glorious summer! what a sight is here. 

To wean the heart from aelfishneaa and care 1 
Where the vast prospect, bright, distinct, and clear. 
Looks up in silence through the stainless air: 

The moorlands are behind me, bleak and bare, 

A rude and trackless wilderness of land ; 

Beneath me lie the vales, calm, rich, and fair, 

With Alpine summits rising on each hand ; 

And stretching far before, the peopled plains expand. 

Paitics. 



es 


POBB 0F VATUSX. 


^ Smnmn jJJuj. 

' It ii a loltry day ; the ran baa drank 
Tba daw that lay upon the morning graas ; 

Thare ia no ruaUinB in the lofty aim 
That canopiea my dwelling, and ita shade 
Scarce ooola me. All ia silent, save the &int 
And interrupted murmur of the bee, 

Sattling on the siok flowers, and then again 
InatanUy on the wing. The plants around 
Feel the too potent ferTonra ; the tall maize 
Rolls up its long green leares ; the clorer droops 
Its tender folian, and declines ita blooms. 

But far in the fierce sunshine tower the hills, 

'With all their growth of woods silent and stern. 

As if the scorching heat and dazzli^ light 
Were but an element they lored. wight clonds. 
Motionless pillais of the brazen heareu— 

Their bases on the mountains—their white tops 
Shining in the far ether—fire the air 
With a reflected radiance, and make tarn 
The gazer’s eye away. For me, I lie 
Languidly in the shade, where the thick turf. 

Yet virgin from the kisses of the suo. 

Retains some freshnese, and I woo the wind 
That st'dl delays its coming. Why ao slow. 

Gentle and voluble spirit of the air ? 

Oh come and breathe upon the fainting earth 
Coolness and life. Is it that in the caves 
He hears met See, on yonder woody ridge, 

The pine is bending bis proud top, and now 
Among the nearer groves, chestnut and oak 
Are Uming their green boughs about. He comes I 
Lo, wh^re the grassy meadow runs in waves ! 

The deep distressful silence of the scene 
Breaks up with mingling of nnnuniber'd soonds 
And universal motion. He is come. 

Shaking a shower of blossoms from the shrubs. 
And Imriug on their fragrance; and he brings 
Music of birds and rustling of yonng houghs, 

And sound of swaying branches, and the voice 
Of distant waterfalls. All the green herbs 
Are stirring on his breath: a thousand flowers. 

By the road-aide and borders of the brook, 
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Kod to each other; glony leavM 
Are twinkling in the Bon. aa if the dew 
'Were on them yet, and ailver wateie break 
Into email wavea and aparkle aa he oomaa. 

_ fiSTairr. 


Summer IToon. 

Tbb mid-day hour of twelve the clock coonta o’er, 
A aultry atillnesa Inlla the air aaleep; 

The very buzz of 6iea ia beard no more, 

Nor lainteat wrinklea o'er the watera creep. 

Like one Urge aheet of glass the watera shine, 
Reflecting on their face the hot aunbeam ; 

The very fiim their sportive pUy decline^. 

Seeking the willow-ahadowa 'aide the stream. 
And, where the hawthorn branches o'er the pool, 
The little bird, forsaking aong and neat, 

FInttera on dripping twigs hia luuha to cool. 

And splashes in the stream his burning breast. 
Ob, from thunder, for a sudden ahower. 

To cherish nature in this uoon-day hour ! 

_ CtAllE. 


Join aiotti at ^nrmiur'e Jloon In I'li rnib SP^nst. 

'How aweet, at summer's noon, to sit and muse 
Beneath the shadow of some ancient elm ! 

While at my feet the mazy streamlet flows 
In tuneful lapse, Uving the flowers that bend 
To kJaa its tide ; while aport the finny throng 
On the smooth surface of the crystal depths 
In ailvery eireleta, or in ahallowa leap. 

That sparkle to the sunbeam's tremmiiig glare. 
Around tbe tiuy jets, where humid belU 
Break as they mrm, the waler-spidera weave, 

Brisk on the eddying pools, their ceaseleea dance. 
Tbe wild-bee winds her horn, lost in the ciipa 
Of honev’d flowers, or sweeps with ample curve; 
'While o^er the summer’s lap is beard the bum 
Of countlees insects eportiug on tbe wing, 

Inviting sleep. And from tne leafy wood* 

One varying song of bursting joy aaoeuda. 

GuiUPiE. 



64 


rOElfS 07 HATORS. 


JSmmiur’i fibt. 

Clear bad the dnj been from the dawn, 

All oheqner'd was the sky, 

Thin clondi, like scarfs of cobweb lawn, 

Veil'd heaven’s moat glonons eye. 

The wind had no more strength than this. 
That leisurely it blew, 

To make one leaf the next to kiss. 

That closely by it grew. 

The flowers, like brave embroider’d girls. 
Look'd as they most desired, 

To see whose head with orient pearls 
Ifost curiously was tyred. 

The rills tliat on the pebbles play’d, 

Might now be heard at will; 

This world the only music made, 

Else every thing was stilL 

And to itself the subtle air 
Such Bov’reignty assumes. 

That it received too large a share 
From Nature’s rich perfumes. 

Drattor. 


SlabiuES of ^[atnrt. 

Is this a time to be cloudy and sad, 

When our mother. Nature, laughs around ; 

When even the deep blue heavens look glad, 

And gladness breathes from the blossoming ground ? 

There are notes of joy from the hang-bird and wren, 
And the gossip of swallows through all the sky; 

The ground-squirrel gaily chirps by his den, 

And the wilding bee hums merrily by. 

The clouds are at play in the azure space. 

And their shadows at play on the bright green vale; 

And here they stretch to the frolic chase. 

And there they roll on the easy gale. 
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Tbere'a a daoce of leaves io that aapea bower, 

There's a titter of wiods in that beechen tree. 
There's a smile on the fruit, and a smile on the flower, 
And a laogh on the brook that runs to the sea. 

And look at the broad-faced aun, how he smilea 
On the dewj earth, that smiles in his ray, 

On the lenpiug waters and ny young Ules; 

Ay, look, and he’ll smile tny gloom away. 

BaTAnr. 


^ohnmt. 

Thi Summer^owec has run to seed. 

And yellow is the woodland bougn: 

And every leaf of bush and weed 
Is tipt with Autumn’s pencil now. 

Tbe wootlbine-trees red berries bear. 

That clustering hang upon the bower; 

While, fondly liu^ring here and there. 
Peeps out a dwindling, sickly flower. 

The trees’ guy leaves are tumid brown, 

By every little wind undress’d ; 

And as they flap and wbistle down. 

We sea the bird's deserted neat. 

No thrush or blackbird meets the eye. 

Or fills the ear with snmmer’s strait; 

They but dart out for worm and fly. 

Then silent seek their rest again. 

Beside the brook, 'in misty blue. 

Bilberries glow on tendrils weak. 

Where many a bare foot splasbea through, 
The pulpy, juicy prize to seek : 

For 'tis the rustic boy’s delight. 

Now Autumn's sun so warmly gleams, 

And these ripe berries tempt his sight, 

To dabble in tbe shallow streams. 

And oft his rambles we ma^ trace, 

Delved in the mud his priutiug feet. 

And oft we meet a chubby face 
All staindd with the berries sweet. 



POKlCa or KATOUL 


Tl* loTrly now to tom on*'i ey«^ 

Tike changiog face of hearea to im'mA ] 

How thio-apuD clouds gUda swiftly by, 

While lurkiug storms slow more bettbad. 

Now Buui are clear, now clouds pervade, 

Each inonient.changed, and changed again ; 
And first a light, and then a shade. 

Swift glooms and brightens o’er the plain. 

Hark I started are some lonely strains: 

The rohin-bird is urged to sing; 

Of chilly evening he complains, 

And, dithering, droops his ruffled wing. 

Slow o'er the wood the pnddock sails; 

And mournful, as the storms arise, 

His feeble note of sorrow wails 
To the unpitying, frowning skies. 

More coldly blows the Autumn breese; 

Old Winter grins a blast between ; 

The north-winds rise anil strip the trees, 

And desolation shuts the s^e. 

Clare. 


lU 

Tne lark is sin^g In the blinding sky. 

Hedges are white with May. The bridegroom sea 
Is toying with the shore, his wedded brids. 

And, in the fulness of his marri^e joy. 

He decorates her tawny brow with shells, 

Hetires a space to see bow fair she locks. 

Then promt, nuis up to kiss her. All is fair— 

All glad, from grass to sun I Yet more 1 love 
Than tliia, the suriukin^ day, that sometimes comes 
In Wiuter's front, so fair ’mong its d.ark peers 
It seems a straggler from the files of J une, 

Which in ite wanderings had lost its wits. 

And half its beanty; and, when it returmd. 
Finding its old companions gone away, 

It jcuu'd November's troop, then marching past; 
And BO the frail thing comes, and greets ue world 
With a thin arnjy smile, Uien bursts in teaia^ 

And all the while it holds within iU hand 
A few half^wither'd fioweta I love and pity itl 

Alsz. Skteb. 
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Co ^atmin. 

SxASon of mUU and mellow fruitfulneaa! 

Cloie boBom-fi iend of the mAturing eua j 
Couapiriog with him how to load anil bless 

With fruit, the viuesthut round the thatch-eaves run 
To beud with ap|iles the moss'd cuttagi)>treea, 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 

To swell the end plump the hazel shells 

With a sweet kernel ^ to set budding more. 

And still more, Ister flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease, 

For summer has o’er-brimm’d their rlumn^ cells. 

Who liath not seen thee ofl beneath thy store ] 
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find. 

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor. 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 

As on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep. 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twindd flowers i 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook ; 

Or by a cider-press, writh patient look, 

Thou watcbest the last oozings, hours by hours. 

Where sre the songs of Spring t Ay, where are they ? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too. 

While barr’d clouds bloom the softly-dying day. 

And toncb the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 

Then in a wailful choir the small goats mourn 
Among the river eallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind Uvea or dies ; 

And full gruwn lambs loud bleat from hilly boom j 
Heilge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft^ 
llie red-breast whistles from a garden-croft, 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

Cuts. 
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^olamn Sdonnng. 

Tbcu U a beautiful epirit breathiug now 
lu mallow ricbueaa on tbe clutter'd treea, 

And, from a beaker full of ricbeat dyes, 

Pouriog new glory on the Autumn woc^ 

And dipping lu warm light tbe pillar’d clouda. 
Mum ou the mountaiu, like a eummer bird, 

LifU up her purple wing, and in tbe ralea 
Tbe gentle wind, a iweetjiod paasionate wooei, 
Kiaaea the bluabing leaf, and atira up life 
Within tbe aoleran woode of aah deep crimaon’d. 
And ailver beech, and maple yellow-leaved. 

Where Autumn, like a fiiiut old man, aita down 
By the wayaide a weary. Through tbe treea 
Toe goldeu robin movea. The purple finch, 

That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 

A winter bird, cornea with iU plaintive whiatle, 
And pecka by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud 
From cottage roofs the warbliug blue-bird sings, 
And merrily, with oft-repeated atroke, 

Sounda from tbe tbreabiug-floor tbe busy flail 

LoRorKUiOw, 


^tnnm €bt>nng. 


Tbc winda breathe low; the withering leaf 
Scarce whiapers from the tree. 

So rontly flowa the parting breath 
When good men cease to be. 


And now, above the dews of night, 
The yellow star appears ; 

So faith springe in tne heart of those 
Whose eyes are bathed in tears. 

But soon the morning's happier light 
Its glory shall restore. 

And eyelids that are seal'd in death 
Shall wake to close no more. 


PKABonT. 
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Odobcr. 

OcrOBBB sklea are mistr, cool aad gny. 

The atabblee eioptiea of their Uteat aheaf. 

The meadow of iU moanda ; a noble grief 
ILu beantifled the wooda in their decay ; 

How many ooloura on the falling leaf 
Enourtaining onr aolemn hilU to^ay, 

Wboee afternoon U huah’d and wintry brief. 

Onlv a robin ainge from any apray, 

Ana Night aenda op her pide cold moon, and apUla 
'White mist around the hollowa of the'hilla, 
Phantoms of 6rth or lake; the peasant sees 
His cot and ataekyard, with the homestead trees, 
In-islanded ; but no rain terror thrills 
His perfet^ harvesting; he sleeps at ease, 

AxuroaaM. 


^ ®inlrt 

How beautlfbl this night! the balmiest sigh, 

'Which vernal tephyrs breathe in evening’s ear, 

Were discord to the speaking quietude 

That wrapn this moveless scene. Heaven's ebon vault, 

Studded with stars unutterably bright, 

Seems like a canopy which love has spread 
To curtain her sleeping world. Yon gentle hilla, 
Bobed in a garment of untrodden snow; 

Yon darksome rocks, whence icicles depend,—_ 

So stainless, that their white and glittering spires 
Tinge not the moon's pure beam ; yon caaUeu steep. 
Whose banner bangetn o'er the time-worn tower 
So idly, that rapt fancy deemeth it 
A metaphor of pence; all form a scene 
'Where musing solitude might love to lift 
Her soul above this sphere of earthlineas; 

Where silence, undisturb'd, might watch alone. 

So cold, so bright, so stiU. 


Shxllzt. 
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Iputaic of iBinitr. 

IiABTLT cnroe Winter, clothed all in frieze, 

Chntt'rin^ hi* teeth for cold that did him chill; 
Whilst on III* hoary be.ird hi* breath did freeze. 
And the dnll drops that, from his purpled bill, 

As from a limbeck, did adown distil: 

In his right hand a tipped st iff he held. 

With which bis feenle steps he stayed still; 

For he was faint with colil,and weak with eld ; 
That scarce hia loosed limbs be able was to weld. 

. SpBNsint. 


Stawd here by toy side, and tnm, I pray, 

On the lake below thy gentle eyes; 

The clouds hang over it, heavy and gray, 

And dark and silent the water lies : 

And out of that frozen mist the snow 

In wavering flakes begins to flow j 
Flake after flake. 

They sink in the dark and silent lake. 

See how, in a Kving swarm, they come 

From the cham^n beyond that miaty veil; 

Some hover awhile in air, and some 

Rush prone from the sky like summer hail, 

AH, dropping ewiftly or settling elow, 

Meet, and are etill in the depth below : 

Flake after -flake. 

Dissolved in the dark and eilent lake. 

Here, de1ic.\te snow^etars, nut of the clond 
Come floating downward in airy pls^. 

Like spangles dropp’d from the glistoning crowd 
That whiten by night the Milky Way : 

There,broader and burlier mnssee fall, 

The sullen waters bury them all: 

Flake after flake 

All drown'd in the dark and silent lak(\ 
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And Bome, as on tender wing:* they glide 
From their chilly birth-cloud, dim and gray, 

Are join'd in their fall, and side by aide 
Come clinging along their urstea>ly way: 

As friend with friend, or husband with wife, 

Makes hand in hand the pa«8;ige of life^ 

Each mated 6ake 

Soon sinks in the dnrk hut silent lake. 

Lo I while we are gazing, in ewifter haste 
Stream down the snows till the air is white; 

As myriads, by mj^riads madly chased, 

They fling themiieiTes from their shadowy height. 
The fair, frail creatures of middle sky, 

What speed they make with the grare so nigh : 

Flak« after flake, 

To lie in the dark iind silent lake I 

1 see in thy gentle eyes a tear: 

They tnni to me in sorrowful thought; 

Thou thinkest of frienda, the good and dear, 

Who were for a time, and now are not; 

Like these fair children of cloud and froet. 

That glltten a moment and then are lost | 

Flako after flake 

*A11 lost in the dark aud silent Like. 

Tet look again, for the clouds divide : 

A gleam of blue on the water lies; 

And far away on the mountain side 
A sunbeam falls from the opening skies. 

But the harrying host that flew between 
The cloud and the water no more ia aeea i 
Flake sAer flake 

At rest in the dark and silent lake. 

Bbtast. 


jBtah Colb gt&r. 

Tbe warm sun is failiing, the bldak wind is wailing. 

The bare boughs are sighing, the pale flowers are dying. 
And tho year 

On the earth her death-bed, in a shroud of leaves dead, 
la lying. 
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Come, monthe, come eway, 

From November to May, 

In yonr eadHeet array ; 

Foliow the bier 
Of the dead cold year, 

And like dim ahadowa watch by her arpnlchre. 

The chill rain ia filling, the nipt worm ia crawling. 
The rivera are awelling, the thunder ia knelling 
For the year j 

The blithe awallowa are flown, and the lizarda each gone 
To Ilia dwelling; 

Come, roontha, come away; 

Put on white, black, and gray, 

Let your light aiatera play— 

Te, follow the bier 
Of the dead cold year, 

And make her grave green with tear on tear, 

SlIBLXJCr. 


fiailg ilBafam. 

Tbb point of one white atar ia quivering otill 
Deep in the orange light of widening mom, 

Beyond the purple mountains; through a chasm 
Of wind-divided miat, the darker lako 
Beflecta it. Now it wanes: it gleams again 
As the waves fade, and as the burning shreds 
Of woven clond unravel in pale air: 

'Tis lost I and through yon peaks of cloud-like snow 
The roseate sunlight quivers; hear I not 
The ./Golian mnsio of her sea-green plumes 
Winnowing the crimaon dawn t Bhbllet, 


SUmntiitg-Song. 

Hark I—^hark! the luk at heaven's gate sings, 
And Phoebus 'gins arise, 

Hia steeds to water at those springs 
On chalioed flowers that lies; 

And, winking, Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes; 

With every thing that pretty bin t 
My lady sweeC arise; 

Anse, arise 1 


Sbakssfrarx. 
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I. 

Vat had amken’d all thinga that b«, 

The lark, and the thrash, and the swallow free. 
And the milkmaid's song, and the mower's scythe. 
And the mstin-bell, end the mountain bee: 
Fire-flies were quench'd on the dewy corn. 
Glow-worms went out on the river's brim ; 

Like lamps which a student forgets to trim : 

The beetle forgot to wind his horn. 

The crickets were still in the meadow and hill: 
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer's gun. 

Night’s dreams and terrors, every one, 

Fled from the brains which are their prey, 

From the lamp's death to the morning ray, 

Sbcllet. 


n. 

Sex, the day bemns to break. 

And the light shoots like a streak 
Of subtle fire; the wind blows cold 
While the morning doth unfold : 

Now the birds begin to rouse. 

And the squirrel from the boughs 
Leaps, to him nnta and fruit; 

The early lark, that erst was mute, 

Carols in the rising day 
Many a note and many a lay. 

Bkauhokt and Flxtcbxb.'. 


III. 

Sbx, love! what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east I 
Night's candles are burnt ont,—and joonud day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tope I 

SiLanspxaBB. 
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Samin. 

Wbat soot was his, when, from the oskeci top 
Of some boll) hes<ilsD<l, he beheld the sun 
Kise up and hathe the world in light I Ue look’d— 
Ucean bq< 1 earth, the solid (Vame of earth, 

Anil ocean's liquid maea, beneath him lay 
In sladnesa and deep joy. The clouds were toueh’d, 
And in their silent faces could he read 
Unutterable love. Sonud needed none, 

Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank 
The spectacle ; sensation, soul, and form, 

All melted into him ; they swallow’d op 
His animal being; in them did he live. 

And bv them did be live ; they were his lilh. 

In such access of mind, in such hl^ hour 
Of visitation, from the living Ood, 

Thought was not; in enjoyment it expired. 

No thanks he breathe<l, he preferr'd no request; 
Bapt into still communion that transcends 
The imperfect ofBcea of prayer and praise. 

His mind was a thanksgiving to the power 
That made him ! it was blessedneBS and lore 1 

WoBOSWOBTH. 


SHoming. 

1 . 

Ix 'cnstom'd glory bright, that mom the sun 
Bose, visiting the earth witli light, and heat. 

And joy; and aeem’ci as full of youth, and strong 
To mount the steeji of heaven, ns when the stara 
Of morning sung to his first dawn, ami night 
Fled from nis lace ; the spacious sky received 
Him, blushing ns a bride when on her looks 
The bridegroom ; ami, spread out beneath his eye, 
Earth smiled. Up to his warm embrace tbs dews. 
That all night long h.ad wept his absence, flew ; 

The herbs nod flowers their fmgrsat stores uiilock'il. 
And gave the wanton brcese thatj taewly woke, 
ReveU’d in sweets, and from its wings shook health, 
A thonsand grateful smells; the joyous wood 
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Dried in hia beatns ttieir locka, wet with the drop* 
Of night: and all the aor.a of niuaie eiing 
Their matin aong—from arl>oar‘d bowrr the thmsh 
CoDoertiug with the Inrk that h/nioM on high. 

On the green hill the flocks, and in the vale 
The heHa, rejoiced ; and, li^lit of heart, the hind 
^ed amorously the milkmanl as she pass'd, 

Not heedless, though she look'd another way. 

POLLOk, 


II. 

Wish'd Morning's come ; and now, upon the plains 
And distant mountaina, where they feed their flocks. 
The happy shepherds leave their homely huts. 

And with their pipes proclaim the new-Mm osy. 
The Instv swain comes witli his well-flll'd scrip 
Of heatlnfiil viands, which, when hunger calls, 

With much content and appetite he eats. 

To follow in the field his daily toil, ^ 

And dress the grateful glebe that yields him fruits. 
The beasts, that under the warm hedges slept, 

And weather’d out the cold bleak night, are up ; 
And, looking towards the ueighhouriiig postures, raise 
Their Voice, and bid their fellow-brutes good-morrow. 
The cheerful birds, too, on the tope of treee, 
Assemble all iu choirs; and with their notes 
Salute and weleome up the rising sun. 

Otwat. 


Sltlflhits sf Slotnmg, 

But who the melodiea of Mom can tell 1 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain side ; 
The lowing herd ; the ahee|ifuld's simple bell; 

The pipe of early Hhe|iherd, dim descried 
In the lone valley; eclioing far aud wide 
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above ; 

The hollow murmur of the ocenn-tide ; 

The hum of bees, the linnet’s lay of love. 

And the foU choir that wakes the universal grove. 
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The oottaffe-cara at early pilgnm bark; 

Crown’d with her pail the tripping milkmaid ainga; 
The whiatling ploughman atalke afi^d ; and, hark ! 
Down the rough slope the ponderous waggon rings ; 
Throngh mstling com the hare astonish'd springs } 
Slow tolls the yillage-clock the drowsy hour ; 

The partridge bursts away on whirring wings, 
Deep mourns the turtle in sequester'd bower. 

And anrill lark carols clear from her afirinl tour. 

Beattis. 


STanr snh ^oon. 

Haooaro and chill, as a lost ghost, the Mom, 

With hair unbraided, and nneandaird feet. 

Her colourless robe like a poor wandering smoko— 
Moved feebly up the hearena, and in her arms 
A shadowy burden heavily bore; aoon fading 
In a dark rain, throngh which the sun arose 
Scarce visible, and in hia orb confused. 


There was a slumb’rons silence in the air. 

By noontide’s sultry murmurs from without 
Made more oblivioua Not a pipe was heard 
From field or wood; but the grave beetle’s drone 
Pass'd near the entrance ; once the cuckoo call’d 
O'er distant meads, and once a horn began 
Melodious plaint, then died away. A sound 
Of murmurous music yet was on the breeze. 

For silver gnats that harp on glassv strings, 

And rise and fall in sparkling clouds, sustain'd 
Their dizzy dances o'er the seething meads. 

Hobke. 


Jtooir. 

Noox descends around me now: 
Tie the noon of Autumn’s glow, 
Wlien a soft and purple mist 
Like a vap’rous amethyst, 
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Or an air-diaBolr6d star 
Mingling light and fragranoe, far 
From th« curved boriaon'a bound, 

Fills the overflowing sk/; 

And the plains that silent lie 
Ondemeatb ; the leaves unsodden 
'Where the infant frost has trodden 
With his moming'winged feet, 

'Whose bright print is gleaming yet; 

And the red and golden vines 
Piercing with tbeir trellis’d lines 
The rough, dark-skirted wildemeu; 

The dun and bladed grass no less, 

Pointing from this hoary tower 
In the windless air; the flower 
Qlimmering at my feet; the line 
Of the olire-eandall’d Appenine 
In the sooth dimly islanoed; 

And the Alps, whose snows are spread 
High between the clouds and sun; 

And of living thiugs each one; 

And ray spirit which so long 
Darken'd this swift stream of song, ^ 
Interpenetrated lie, 

By the glory of the sky. 

Shuxst. 


Sianut. 

‘ Ha walk’d along the pjithway of a field. 

Which to the east a hoar-wood shadow'd o’er, 

But to the west was open to the sky. 

There now the son had suuk, but lines of gold 
Hung on the ashen clouds, and on the points 
Of the far level grass and nodding flowers, 

And the ohl dandelion’s hoary beard. 

And, mingled with the shades of twilight, lay 
On the brown massy woods ; and in the east 
The broad aud burning moon lingeringly roee 
Between the black trunks of the crowded trees, 
While the faint stars were gathering overhead. 

SnmxET. 
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I I u>Tr thee, Twilight t m thy iba<]owi roll. 

The calm of ereoing ateaU upon my eon], 
Sublimely tender, aolemnly aerene, 

Bull aa the hour, enchanting aa the acene. 

I love thee. Twilight I for thy gleama impart 
Their dear, their dying influence to my heart, 
When o'er the harp of thought thy paaaiog wind 
Awakeua all the muaic of the mind, 

And ioy and aorrow, aa the apirit buma, 

And nope and memory aweep the chorda by toms, 
While contempl ition, on aeraiihic winn 
Mounta with tfie fl-iue of aacriflce, ana ainga. 
Twilight! I love tbae ; let thy glooma increaae, 
Till every feeling, every pulae, ia peace. 

Blow from the aky the light of day declinea. 

Clearer within, the d.iwn of glory ahinea, 
Bevealing, in the hour of Nature'a reat, 

A world of woodera in the poet’a breast; 

Deeper, O Twilight! then thy shadows roll,— 

An aw^4 ▼irion opens on my aouL 

MoyTOOXCBY- 


Catltni 

It is the honr when from the boughs 
The nightingale's high note ia heard ; 

It ia the hour when lovers' vowa 
Seem sweet in every whisper’d word; 

And gentle winds and waters uear, 

M:ike muaic to the lonely ear. 

Each flower the ilrws have lightly wet, 

And in the aky the at-ira are mat, 

And on the wave ia deeper blue. 

And on the leaf a browner hue. 

And in the heaven that clear obeenre. 

So softly dark, and darkly pure. 

Which follows the decline of day, 

Aa twilight melts beneath the moon away. 

Bnov. 
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Cbt long, 

L 

Come, Evening, once Again, seaeou of paaea; 
Ketuni, tweet Evening, and continue long I 
Mvthiiike I tee thee in the streaky west. 

With matron step slow moving, white the Night 
TYeads on thy sweeping train ; one hand em^oy’d 
In letting fait the curtain of repose 
On bird and beast, the utlier ctiarged for man 
With iweet oblivion of the cares of day 
Not sumptuously adorn’d, nor needing aid, 

Like homely-featured Night, of clustering gema; 

A stir or two, just twinkling on thy brow. 

Suffices thee ; save that the moon is tliine. 

No less than hers, not worn indeed on high 
With ostentatious n.igeantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple sone. 
Resplendent less, but of an ampler round, 

Cowpwi. 


u. 

Wbu eve is purpling cliff and cave. 
Thoughts of the heart, how soft ye flow 1 

Not softer on the western wave 
The golden lines of sunset glow. 

Then all by chance or fate removed, 

Like spirits, crowd upon ths eye ; 

The few we liked, the one we loved, 

And the whole heart is memory ; 

And life is like a fading flower, 

Its beauty dying as we gaxe ; 

Yet as the shadows round us lower. 
Heaven posjts above a brighter hiags. 


CA9LT. 
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ItL 

The sun is sel; the a«rsUuws Are asleep , 

The bats are flitting fast in the gray air; 

The slow soft toads out of damp corners creep; 

And erening's breath, ^ndering here and there 
Over the quivering surface of the stream, 

Wakes not one ripple from its summer dream. 

There are no dews on the dir grass to-night, 

Nor damp within the shadow of the trees; 

The wind is intermitting, dry, and light; 

And in the inconstant motion of the breeze 
The dust and straws are driven up and down. 

And whirl'd about the pavement of the town. 

The chasm in which the sun has sunk, is shut 
By darkest barriers of enormous cloud. 

Like mountain over mountain huddled—but 
Growing and moving upwards in a crowd. 

And over it a apace of watery blue, 

Which the keen evening star is shining through. 

Sbsllet. 


Cbrtting 

Sweet Evening hour! sweet Evening hour I 
That calms the air and shuts the flower; 

That brings the wild-bee to its nest— 

The infant to its mother's breast. 

Sweet hour t that bids the labourer cease. 
That gives the weary team release. 

And leads them home, and crowns them there 
With rest and shelter, food and care. 

O season of soft soumls and hues. 

Of twilight walks among the dews ; 

Of feelings calm and converse sweet. 

And thoughts too shadowy to repeat 1 

Yea, lovely hour ! thou art the time 
When feelings flow and wishes climb; 

When timid souls begin to dare. 

And God receives and answers prayer. 
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Then, trembling, through the dewy ikies, 

Look out the stars, like thoughtful eyes 
Of angels, calm reclining there, 

And gazing on the world of care. 

Bweet hour 1 for heavenly musing made, 

When Isaac walk’d and David pray’d; 

When Abraham’s offering God did own. 

And Jesus loved to be alone. Awoii, 


Chtning 

O Evbniko grey ! how oft have I admired 
Thy airy tapestry, whose radiance fired 
The glowing minstrels of the olden time. 

Until their very souls flow'd forth in rhyme I 
And I have listen’d till my spirit grew 
Familiar with their deathless strains, and drew 
From the same source some portion of the glow 
Which fill’d their spirits, when from earth below 
They scann'd thy golden imagery. And I 
Have consecrated tkee, bright Evening Sky, 

My fount of inspiration ; and I fling 
My spirit on thy clouds—an offering 
To the great deity of dring day. 

Who hath transfused o’er thee his purple ray. 

John Bethunk. 


Shtning Clouh. 

A otODi) lay cradled near the setting eon, 

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow: 

Long had I watch’d the glory moving on 
O'er the still radiance of the lake below. 

Tranquil its spirit seem’d, and floated slow ! 

Even in its very, motion there was rest: 

While every breath of wind that chanced to blow 
Wailed the traveller to the beauteous west. 
Emblem, methought, of the departed soul, 

To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given ; 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 
Right onwards to the golden gates of heaven, 
Where, to the eye of faith, it peaceful lies, 

And tells to man his glorious destinies. Wilson. 

o 
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S^omuc. 

Boor will the moon and all her atara be here; 

A amiliog light proclaima her o'er job hill; 
Slowlj ihe raiaes op her radiant aphere. 

And atillneea at her amile becomea more atilL 
Mj heart forgeta all thon^bt of homan ill, 

And mnn aerma happy oa hia place of birth ; 

All Ibingr that yield him joy my apirit fiU 
With kindred joy ! and eren nia hnmbleet mirth 
Seema at thin peau^fiil hour to beantify the earth. 

Wiiaoir. 


XSaning Potm. 

—Axo like a dying lady, lean and pale. 

Who tottera forth, wrapt in a gandy reil, 

Out of her chamber, led by the inaane 
And feeble wanderinga of her faded brain. 

The moon aroee npon the murky earth, 

A white and ahapeleaa maaa. Sbellet. 


Co tbt Poov. 

O Moor! old bougba liap forth a holier din 
The while they feel thine airy fellowahip 
Thon doat bleaa ererywhere, with aiWer lip 
Kiaaine dead thinga to life. The aleeping kine. 
Couch'd in thy brightneaa, dream of fielda dirine: 
Innumerable mountains rise, and rise 
Ambitions for the hallowing of thine eyes; 

And yet thy benediction pasaeth not 
One obscure hiding-place, one little spot 
Where pleasure ma^ be sent; the nested wren 
Has thy fair face within its tranquil ken, 

And from beneath a sheltering ivy leaf 
Takes glimpses of thee; thon art a relief 
To the poor patient oyster, where it sleeps 
Within its pearly house ;—The mighty deeps. 

The monstrona sea, is thine—the myriad sea! 

O Moon ! far apooming Ocean bows to thee, 

And Tellua feels her forehead's cumbrous loaiL 

Keats. 
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Job btanliM ($imii of Jtsbl- 

How beautiful the Queen of Night, on high 
Her waj punuing among scatter’d cloudl, 

Where, ever and anon, her bead she ehrouda. 
Hidden from view in dense ohecuiity. 

But look, and to the watchful eye 
A. bright’ning edge will indicate, that soon 
We shall behold the struggling moon 
Break forth—again to walk the clear blue sky. 

WOBMWORTH. 


Tbb sky is overcast 

With a continuous cloud of texture, close. 

Heavy, and wan, all whiten'd by the Moon, 

Which through that veil is indistinctly seen, 

A dull, contracted circle, yielding light 
So feebly spread, that not a shadow Tails, 
Chequering the ground—from rock, plant, tree, or 
tower. 

At length a pleasant, instantaneous gleam 
Startles the pensive traveller while he treads 
His lonesome path, with unobserving eye 
Bent earthward He looks up—the clouds are split 
Asunder, and above bis head he sees 
The clear Moon, and the glory of the heavens; 
There, in a black-blue vault, she sails along, 
follow’d by multitudes of stars, that, small. 

And sharp, and bright, along the dark abyss 
Drive as she drives: how fast they wheel away. 
Yet vanish not 1—The wind is in the tree. 

But they are silent,—still they roll along 
Immeasurably distant; and the vault, 

Built round by those white clouds—enormous clouds. 
Still deepens its unfathomable depth. 

At length the vision closes ; and the mind, 

Not undisturb’d by the delight it feels. 

Which slowly settles into peaceful calm. 

Is left to muse upon the solemn scene. 

WOEDSWORTH. 
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SiillneM of 

Thx crackling embers oa the hearth are dead ; 
The in-door note of indaetry is still; 

The latch is fast; upon the window-sill 
The small birds wait not for their daily bread : 
The Toiceless flowers—how quietly they shed 
Their nightly odonrs 1 anti the household rill 
Murmurs continuous dulcet sounds, that fill 
The Tacant expectation, and the dread 
Of listening night. And haply now she sleeps ; 

For all the garrulous noises of the air 
Are hush’d in peace. 

Habtlkt Colzbidob. 


MlDBlOBT was come, and every vital thing 
With sweet sound sleep their weary limbs did rest: 
The beasts were still, the little birds that sing. 

Now sweetly slept, beside their mother's breast. 

The old and all well shrouded in their neat; 

The waters calm, the cruel seas did cease. 

The woods, and fields, and all things held their peace. 

The golden stars were whirl’d amid their race, 

And on the earth did laugh with twinkling light. 
When each thing, nestlecin his resting-place. 

Forgot day’s pain with pleasure of the night: 

The hare had not the needy hounds in sight, 

The fearful deer of death stood not in doubt. 

The partridge dream’d not of the falcon’s foot. 

The ugly bear now minded not the stake, 

Nor how the cruel mastifis do him tear; 

The stag lay still unrousdd from the brake ; 

The foamy hoar fear'd not the hunter’s spear: 

All things were st'dl in desert, bush, anil brere. 

Sackviixe. 
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Thb Moon ahinee white and silent 
On the mist, which, like a tide 
Of some enchanted ocean, 

O’er the wide marsh doth glide, 
Spreading its ghoet-like billowe 
Silentlj far and wide. 

A Tarae and atarrj magic 
M^es all things mTsteriea, 

And lures the earth’s dnmb spirit 
ITp to the longing skies,— 

I seem to hear dim whisperer 
And tremulous replies. 

The 6 re-flies o’er the meadow 
In pulses come and go ; 

The elm-trees’ heav^ shadow 
Weighs on the grass below ; 

And faintly from the distance 
The dreaming cock doth crow. 

All things look strange and mystic, 
The very bushes swell. 

And take wild shapes and motions, 
As if beneath a spell,— 

’They seem not the same lilacs 
From childhood known so well 


The snow of deepest silence 
O’er every thing doth fall, 
8o beautiful and quiet, 

And yet so like a pall.— 
As if all life were ended. 
And rest were come to alL 


0, wild and wondrous midnight. 
There is a might in thee 
To make the charmdd body 
Almost like spirit be, 

And give it some faint glimpses 
Of immortality. 



66 


POXVS or MATCB& 


si l^t Sugt of Corint^. 

Tib Midnight: on the monntain> brown 
The cold round moon ehines deeply down; 
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on high, 
Bespangled with those isles of light, 

Bo wild^, spiritually bright; 

Who ever gazed upon them shining 
And tum'ato earth without repining, 

Ifor wish'd for wings to flee away, 

Aud mix with their eternal ray t 
The waves on either shore lay there, 

Calm, clear, and azure as the air; 

And scarce their foam the pebbles shook, 

But murmur’d meekly as the brook. 

The winds were pillow’d on the waves; 

The banners droop’d along their staves, 

And, as they fell around them furling, 

Above them shone the crescent curling ; 

And that deep silence was onbroke, 

Save where the watch his signal spoke ; 

Save where the steed neigh’d oil and shrill. 
And echo answer’d from the bill. 

And the wild hum of that wild host 
Bustled like leaves from coast to coast, 

As rose the Muezzin’s * voice in air 
In midnight call to wonted prayer. 

Bnioir. 


Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait. 

His day’s hot task has ended in the west: 

The Owl, Night's herald, shrieks—’tis very late ; 

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest; 
And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven's light, 

Do summon ns to part, and bid good-night. 

SBXKKSFKaBK. 

OD« appointed by Tvrti (wko do nol eaa baOi) to aomroon by 
lite Toloa tbo reUflOBa to tboir doTDUon^ 
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POEMS 

0» 

IMAGINATION AND FANCY. 


Td e 7 «, In • Am roOliif, 

XVHh f lAooe from benTen to tortls from oattb lo tMOTts; 

And. u IMAOUf ATION bodleo forth 
Tbo form* of thiog* tiuknown, th* poot'i pen 
Turn* them to thupee, end give* to nlry noiUog 
A iocel hnhlUUOD And n oexoA 

SfunarEABA 


• • • • • WHOM heeA 

Tbo botj fbnnt ofjoiiiig la*gtnoyoa hoTo kept puro. 

WOUMWOKn. 


Awojr wHh weory cano ond ttaotnea I 
Swing wide Um mooiiUi goie of drwun*! 

Lmto free onee more the lend which teem* 

With wooden end ronunoe*} 

Wheto thou, with cleor dUcemlng e^iA 
BhoU rtgbtlj rood the truth which Ileo 
Beneath the qiialnlly<iiuiked gntio 
Of wUd asd wliard faiKlea. 

WunuB. 
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IMAGINATION AND FANCY. 


jjpltBcmci of % Imaginaiioir. 

O BIX8T of he&Tent whom not the languid songa 

Of luxuiw, the airen I not the bribea 

Of aotdia wealth, nor all the gaudr apoila 

Of pageant honour, can aeduoe to leave 

Thoae ever blooming sweeta, which from the store 

Of Nature lair imagination culls 

To charm the enliven'd soul I What] though not all 

Of mortal offspring can attain the heights 

Of envied life; though only few possess 

^trician treasures or imperial state I 

Yet Nature’s care, to all ner children jnst, 

With richer treasures and an ampler state. 

Endows at large whatever happy man 
Will deign to use them. His the city's pomp, 

The rur^ bononrs hia Whate'er adorns 
The princely dome, the colnmn and the arch. 

The breathing marbles and the sculptured gold, 
Beyond the proud poeseesor's narrow claim, 

His tuneful breast enjoya For him the spring 
Distils her dews, and from the silken gem 
Its lucid leaves unfolds: for him the hand 
Of antumn tinges every fertile branch 
With bloomiim gold and blushes like the mom. 

Each passing honr sheds tribute from her wings; 
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And still new beauties meet his lonely walk. 

And lores nnfelt attract him. Not a breeze 
Flies o'er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes 
The settine sun’s effulgence, not a strain 
From all the tenants of the warbliug shade 
Ascends, but whence his bosom can partake 
Fresh pleasure, unreproved. Nor thence partakes 
Fresh pleasure only; for the attentive mind, 

By this harmonious action on her powers, 

Becomes herself harmonious : wont so oft 
In outward things to meditate the charm 
Of sacred order, soon she seeks at home 
To find a kindred order, to exert 
Within herself this elegance of love, 

This fadr inspired delict: her temper'd powers 
Befine at length, and every passion wears 
A chaster, muder, more attractive mien. 

But if to ampler prospects, if to gaze 
On Nature's form, where, negligent of all 
These lesser graces, she assumes the port 
Of that eternal majesty that weigh’d 
The world's foundations ; if to tliese the mind 
Exalts her daring eye ; then mightier far 
Will be the change, and nobler. Would the forms 
Of servile custom cramp her generous power; 

Would sordid policies, the barbaixjus growth 
Of ignorance and rapine, bow her down 
To Ume pursuits, to indolence and fear 1 
IjoI she appeals to Nature, to the winds 
And rolling waves, the sun's unwearied coarse. 

The elements and seasons : all declare 
For what the eternal Maker has oidain’d 
The powers of man : we feel within ourselves 
His energy divine : he tells the heart. 

He me-mt, he made us to behold and love 
What He beholds and loves, the general orb 
Of life and being; to be^eat like Him, 

Beneficent and active. Thus the men 
Whom Nature’s works can charm, with Qod himself 
Hold converse: grow familiar day by day 
With his conceptions, act upon his plan. 

And form to his the relish of their souls. 

AzDteiOK. 



POXMS or IKAOUtATIOH JLXO rAXOT, 


91 


IprrmHntnu of 

It TBixo of beant/ ia a joy for ever; 

Aj loreliuMS iocreasea; it will oarer 

Paas into nothiogneas; but atill will keep 

A bower quiet for ua, and a aleep 

Full of aweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing. 

Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 

A flowery band to bind ua to the earth, 

Spite of despondence, of the inhnmau d^rth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomr days. 

Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darken’d ways 
Made for our searehiog: yea, in spite of aU, 

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon, 
IVees old and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep; and such are daffodils, 

With the green world they live in ; and clear rills, 
That for toemaelvea a oooUng covert make 
’Oainst the hot season ; the raid-forest brake, 

Bich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms: 
And such is the graudeur of the dooms 
We have imagined for the mighty dead; 

All lovely tales that we Itave heard or read: 

An endless fountain of immortal drink, 

Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink. 

Kor do we merely feel these essences 
For one short hour; no, even as the trees 
That whisper round a temple become soon 
Dear as the temple’s self, so does the moon, 

The passion poe^, glories infinite, 

Haunt us till they become a cheering light 
Unto our souls, and bound to os so tut, 

That, whether there be shine, or gloom o'ercast. 
They always must be with us, or we die. 


Heats. 
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tflonblanb. 

Oh I it ia pleasant with a heart at ease, 

Jnst after Bonset, or by moonlight skies. 

To make the ehining clonda be what yon please, 

Or let the easUy persuaded eyes 
Own each quaint likeness, issuing from the mould 
Of a friend’s fancy; or with head bent low, 

And cheek aslant, see rivers flow of gold 
’ Twixt crimson banks; and then, a traveller, go 
From mount to mount through Clondland, gorgeous 
land I 

Or listening to the tide with closdd sight. 

Be that blind bard who, on the Chian strand. 

By those deep sounds possess’d with inward light, 
Beheld the Iliad and the Odyssee 
Bise to the swelling of the voioeful sea. 

CoutaiDOX. 


dfwws- 

O sweet Fancy I let her loose; 
Sommer’s joys are ^Ut by use, 

And the enjoying of the Spring 
Fades as does its blossoming; 
Autumn’s red-lipp’d fruitage too, 
Blushing through the mists and dew. 
Cloys with tasting: What do then 1 
Sit thee by the ingle, when 
The sear fagot blazes bright. 

Spi rit of a winter’s night; 

’(^en the soundless earth is muffled. 
And the cakdd snow is shuffled 
From the ploughboy’s heavy shoon ; 
When the Night doth meet the Noon 
In a dark couspiracy 
To banish Even from her sky. 

Sit thee there, and send abroad. 

With a mind self-overawed, 

Fancy, high oommission'd;—send her 1 
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She has rasaala to attead her: 

She will bring, in epite of froet, 

Beauties that the earth hath lost; 

She will bring thee, all together, 

All delights of sommer weather ; 

All the buds and bells of Maj, 

From dewy award or thorny spray ; 

All the heapdd Autumn’s wealth. 

With a still mysterious stealth ; 

She will mix these pleasures up 
Like three fit wines in a cup. 

And thou shalt quaff it:—tnou sholt hear 
Distant harrest-oarols clear; 

Bustle of the reapdd com ; 

Sweet birds antheming the morn : 

And, in the same moment—hark 1 
Tis the early April lark. 

Or the rooks, with buav caw. 

Foraging for sticks and straw. 

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold 
The daisy and the marigold ; 

White-plumed lilies, and the first 
Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst; 
Shaded hyacinth, alway 
Sopphire queen of the mid-May, 

And erer^ leaf, and every flower 
Pearl'd with the self-same shower. 

Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep 
Meagre from its celldd sleep ; 

And the snake all wintei^thin 
Cast on sunny bank its skin ; 

Freckled nest-egm thou shalt see 
Hatching in thenawthora-tree. 

When the hen-bird's wing doth rest 
Quiet on her mossy nest; 

'Then the hurry and alarm 
When the bee-hive casta its swarm ; 

Acorns ripe down-pattering. 

While tlio Autumn breezes sing. 

Keats. 
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^ndrat SPirisn. 

r ART 1. 

It u an ancient Mariner, 

And he stoppeth one of three. 

" By tbj long gray-beard and glittering eye, 
Now wherefore itopp'si thou me t 

" The bridegroom’e doora are open wide, 
And I am next of kin ; 

The gneate are met, the feaat ia act s 
May'at hear the merry din." 

He holda him with hie skinny hand, 

“There was a ship,” qnoth he. 

“ Hold offi nnhand me, gray-beard loon 1" 
Eftaoons bis hand dropt he. 

He holds him with his glittering eye— 

The Weddiug-Oueat stood atiU, 

And listens like a three-years’ child; 

The Mariner hath his will. 

The 'Wedding-Gueet eat on a stone: 

He cannot choose but hear; 

And thus apake on that ancient man, 

The bright-eyed Mariner. 

“ The ship was cheer’d, the harbour clear'd. 
Merrily did we drop 

Below the kir^ below the bill. 

Below the light-house top. 

“The Bun came up upon the left, 

Out of the sea came he I 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea 

“ Higher and higher every day, 

Till over the most at noon 

The Wedding-Gueet here beat bis breast, 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 
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The bride heth paced into the hall, 

Bed as a rose ia she: 

Nodding their heads, before her goes 
The merry minstrelsy. 

The Wedding-Ooest he beat bis breast. 

Yet he cannot choose but hear ; 

And thns spaVe on that ancient man, 

The bright-eyed Mariner. 

“ And now the storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong; 

He Btra» with bis o’ertaking wings, 

And chased ns south along. 

“With sloping masts, and dipping prow, 

As who pnrsued with yell and blow 

Still treads the shadow of his foe. 

And forward bends his head. 

The ship drore last, lond roar’d the blast, 

And southward aye we fled. 

* And now there came both mist and snow. 

And it grew wondrona cold; 

And ice most-high came floating by, 

As green as emerald, 

"And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen: 

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken— 

The ice was all between. 

“ The ice was here, the ice was there. 

The ioe was all around; 

It cKck’d and growl’d, and roar’d and howl’d. 

Like noises in a swound I 

" At length did cross an Albatross, 

Through the fog it came ; 

As it had been a Christian soul, 

We hail’d it in Ood’s name. 

"It ate the food it ne'er had eat. 

And round and round it flew. 

The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 

The helmsman steer’d us through I ^ 
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“And a good south -wind sprung up behind; 

The ALlbatroas did follow, 

And every day, for food or play. 

Came to the mariners’ hollo I 

“ In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 

It perch’d for vespers nine ; 

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white. 
Glimmer’d the white moon-shine.” 

God save thee, ancient Mariner, 

From the fiends that plague thee thus I 
Why look'st thou so 1 ” ” With my croas-bow 
I shot the Albatross.” 


PAST n. 

“Teb sun now rose upon the right *. 

Out of the sea came he. 

Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 

“And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet bin! did follow, 

Nor any day for food or play, 

Came to the mariners’ hollo I 

“ And I bad done a hellish thing, 

And it would work ’em wo : 

For nil averr’d, I bad kill’d the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 

Ah wretch 1 said they, the bird to slay 
That made the breeze to blow I 

“Nor dim nor rod, like God's own head. 

The glorious sun uprist: 

Then all averr’d, I had kill'd the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 

'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 
That bring the fog and mist. 

“The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow follow'd free; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 
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*Down dropt the breese, the nile dropp'd down, 
'Twee aea aa aad could be; 

And we did apeak only to break 
The alienee of the a«a 1 

“All in a hot and copper aky, 

The bloody Son, at noon. 

Bight op above the meat did atand, 

No bi^er than the Moon. 

“ IHy after day, day after day, 

We atock, nor breath nor motion; 

Aa idle aa a painted ahip 
Upon a painted ocean. 

“ Water, water, everywhere. 

And all the boarda did ahrink ; 

Water, water, everywhere. 

Nor any drop to drink. 

" The very deep did rot; O Chriat I 
That ever tliia should be! 

Tea, alimv tbinga did crawl with legs 
Upon the alimy aea. 

“About, about, in reel and rout 
The death-firea danced at night; 

The water, like a witch’s oils. 

Burnt green, and blue, and white. 

“ And some in drvams assured were 
Of the Spirit that plagued us ao: 

Nine fathom deep he ht^ follow'd us 
From the land of mist and snow. 


" And every tongue, through utter drought. 
Was wither'd at the root; 

We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 


Ah I well-a-day ! what evil looks 
Had I from old and youug I 
Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
About my neck was hung." 




II 



9S 


rons or tMAoiKATior Aim fasct. 


PABT m. 

"Thus psAs'd s weary time. Eacli tliroat 
Was parch'd, and glazed each eye, 

A weary time ! a weary time ! 

How glazed each weary eye. 

When, looking weetward, 1 oeneld 
A eomethiag in the aky. 

"At first it seem'd a'little speck. 

And then it seem’d a mist; 

It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 

“ A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist t 
And still it usat'd and near'd: 

As if it dodged a water^prifar, 

It plunged and tack'd and veer'd. 

“ With throats nnslaked, with black lipa baked. 
We oonld nor laugh nor wail; 

Through utter drought all dumb we stood 1 

I bit my arm, 1 suck'd the blood, 

And cried, A sail I a sail! 

“With tliroats uuulaked, with black lipu baked,. 
Agape they heard me call; 

Oramcrey ! they for joy did grin, 

And all at once their breath drew in. 

As they were drinking alL 

" See! see ! (I orie<l} she tacks no more I 
Hither to work us weal,— 

Without a breeze, without a tide, 

She steadies with upright keel! 

" The western wave was all a-flame. 

The day was wellnigh done I 

Almost upou the western wave 
Retted the broad bright Sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

" And straight the Sun was fleck’d with bars, 
(Heaven's Mother send us grace!) 

As if through a dungeon-grate he peer'd 
With broad and burning face. 
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“Ala*! (thongbt T, and* my heart beat Tond)' 
How fnat aha neara Md nears I 
Are those her sails that glaaoe in the Sbn, 

Like reatlesa goaamerea f 

" Are those her riba through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate t 
And is that woman all her crew I 
Is that a Death t and are there two t 
Is Death that woman's mate t 

“Her lip* were red, her looks were free. 

Her locks were yellow as gold: 

Her akin was as white as leprosy, 

The Night-mare Lif*-in-Death was she, 

Who thicks man’s blood with cold. 

“The naked hoik alongside oams, 

And the twain were casting dice ; 

'The game is done I Tre won, Tre wonl* 
Qnoth she, and whistles thrice. 

“ The Son's rim dips, the stars rush oat: 

At one stride comes the dark ; 

With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea 
Off shot the spectre-^rk. 

“We listen'd and look'd sideways ap I 
Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

My life-blood seem’d to sip I 
The stars were dim, and thick the night, 

The steersman's face by his lamp gleam’d white 
From the sails the dew did drip— 

Till clomb abore the eastern bar 
The horned Moon, with one bright star 
Within the nether tip. 

“One after one, by the star-dogg'd Moon, 

Too quick for groan or sigh. 

Each turn'd hia face with a ghaatly pang. 

And cursed me with his sye. 

“ Four times fifty living men, 

^And I heard nor ai^ nor gToon) 

With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 

They dropp'd down one by oue. 
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** Tb« Kiiila did from their bodice fly,— 
They fled to bliae or woe I 
And erery eoal, it peae'd me W, 

Like the whizz of my oroaa-bow 1" 


FABT IT. 

■< 1 rzAJi thee, ancient Mariner, 

1 fear thy skinny hand I 

And thou art lonff, and lank, and brown, 

As is the ribb’a sea-aand. 

" I fear thee and thy glittering eye. 

And thy skinny hand, so brown."— 

“ 'Fear not. fear not, thou Wedding-Ouesl, 

This body dropp’d not down. 

" Alone, alone, all, all alone t 
Alone on a wide wide sea ! 

And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 

“ The many men, so beautiful! 

And they all dead did lie : 

And a ^ousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on; and so did I. 

" I look'd upon the rotting sea, 

And drew luy eyes away ; 

I look'd upon the rotting deck. 

And there the dead men lay. 

“ I look'd to heaven, and tried to pray ; 

But or ever a prayer had oush'd, 

A wicked whisper came, and made 
My heart as dry as dust. 

" I closed my lids, and kept them close. 

And the balls like pulses beat; 

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the i>ky, 

Lay like a load on my weary eye, 

Aud the dead were at my feet. 
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" The cold sweat melted from their limha. 
Nor rot nor reek did they: 

He look with which they look’d on me 
Had never'paee’d away. 

" An orphan's enrse would drag to hell 
A spirit from on high ; 

But oh I more horrible than that 
Is the curse in a dead man’s eye 1 

Seven days, seven nights, 1 saw that curse. 
And yet 1 could not die. 

" The moving Moon went up the sky. 

And nowhere did abide : 

Softly she was going np, 

And a star or two bMide— 

“ Her beams bemock'd the sultry main, 
Like April hoar-frost spread ; 

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay. 

The charmdd water burnt alway, 

A still and awful red. 

“ Beyond the shadow of the ship 
I watch’d the water-snakes : 

They moved in tracks of shining white. 

And when they rear’d, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

* Within the shadow of the ship 
1 watch’d their rich attire: 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 

T hw coil’d and swam ; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

" 0 happy living things I no tongue 
Their Msuty might declare: 

A spring of love gush’d from my heart. 
Ami I bless’d them unaware: 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me. 

And 1 blesa’d them unaware. 

" The self-same moment I could pray; 

And from my neck so free 

The Albatross fell ofi^ and sank 
Like lead into the aem” 
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PABF V, 

“ Oh sleep ! it is & gentle tbing, 

Beloved from pole to pole I 
To Mery Queen the pr&iee be given I 
She sent the gentle ueep from Heeven, 

That slid into my soul. 

“ The silly buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remain’d, 

I dreamt that they were fill'd with dew ; 

And when I awoke, it rain'd. 

" My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 

My rarments all were dank ; 

Snre I had drunken in my dreams, 

And still my body drank. 

“ I moved, and could not feel my limbs: 

I was so light—almost 
I thought that 1 had died in deep. 

And was a blessed ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind : 

It did not come a-near; 

But with its sound it shook the sails. 

That were so thin and sere. 

“The upper air burst into life 1 
And a hundred fire-flags sheen. 

To and fro they were hurried about! 

And to and fro, and in and out, 

The wan sta» danced between, 

“ And the coming wind did roar mors laud. 
And the sails did sigh like sedge { 

And the rain ponr’d down from one black cloud 
The Moon was at its edge. 

"The thick black cloud was eleft, and still 
The Moon was at its side ; 

Like waters shot from some high crag. 

The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 

“ The loud wind never reach'd the shiph 
Yet now the ship moved on I 
Beneath the lightning and the Moon 
The dead men gave a groan. 
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“ They groan’d, they etirr’d, they all nproee, 
Nor gpake nor moved their evea{ 

It had been strange, even in a dream, 

To have seen thoae dead men rise. 

“The helmsman steer’d, the ship moved on ; 

Yet never a breeze up blew ; 

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes, 

Where they were wont to do ; 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 

We were a ghastly crew, 

“ The body of my brother’s son 
Stood by me, knee to knee: 

The body and I pall’d at one rope, 

Bat be said nought to me.’’ 

“I fear thee, ancient Mariner 1" 

“Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest, 

Twas not those souls that fled in pain. 

Which to their corses came again, 

Bnt a troop of spirits blest: 

“For when it dawn’d—they dropp’d their arms, 
And cluster’d round the mast; 

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 
And from their bodies pass’d. 

“Around, around, flew each sweet sound. 

Then darted to the Sun; 

Slowly the sounds come back ag^, 

Now mix’d, now one by one. 

“ Sometimes a^dronping from the sky 
I heard the sky-lark sing ; 

Sometimes all little birds that are. 

How they seem'd to fill the sea and air 
With &eir sweet jargouing ! 

“ And now 'twas like all instruments, 

Now like a lonely flute; 

And now it is an augel’s song, 

That makes the heavens be mutei 
" It ceased ; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Bingeth a quiet tune. 
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*' Till nooD we qnietlj Bail'd on. 

Yet nerer • breeze did breathe: 

SIowlj and smiMthly went the ahip. 
Moved onward from beneath. 

" Under the keel nine fatbom deep, 

From the land of miet and enow, 

The apirit slid and it waa be 
That made the ahip to ffo. 

Tlie aaila at noon left off »eir tune, 

And the ahip etood atill alao. 

" The Sun, right np above the maat. 

Had fix'd he:r to the ocean : 

Bat in a miunte ahe 'gan atir, 

With a abort, nneaay motion— 

Backwnrda and forwarda baif her length 
With a abort, uneaay motion. 

“ Then like a pawing horee let go. 

She made a endden bonnd : 

It flung the bk«d into ray head, 

And 1 fell down in a awoand. 

** How long in 4bhat same fit I lay, 

I haye not to declare; 

But ere my liviing life return'd, 

1 heard, and in my aonl dieeem’d 
Two voicee in the air. 

" ‘ la it be V quoth one, ‘ la thia the man t 
By him who died on croaa, 

With bia cruel bow he laid full low 
The harmleaii Albatroaa. 

“ ‘ The apirit who bideth by himaelf 
In the land of miat and anow. 

He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who ahot him with hia bow.' 

“ The other wais a aofter voice, 

Aa loft aa honey-dew; 

Quoth he, ‘ Tho man hath penance done 
And penance more will do.'" 
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PAST VI. 

First Toios- 

** * Bat tell me, tell me! speak agmin, 

Thy soft reapoDse renewiog— 

What makes that ship drive on so fast t 
What is the ocean doing t * 

Becond Toioa. 

"' Still as a slave before his lord, 

The ooesn hath no blast; 

His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the Moon is east— 

“' If he may know which way to go; 

For she guides him smooth or grim. 

See, brother, see ! how gncioosly 
She looketh dosm on him.' 

First Voiss. 

“' But why drives on that ship so Cut, 
Without or wave or wind 1' 

Second Voios. 

" ‘ The air is cut away before, 

And closes from behind. 

“ ‘ Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more high I 
Or we shall be belated : 

For slow and alow that ship will go, 

When the Mariner's trance is abated.’ 

* I woke, and we were sailing on 
As in a gentle weather: 

Twas night, calm night, the moon was high ( 
The dead men stoiM together. 

“ All stood together on the deck, 

For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 

All fix’d on me their stony eyes. 

That in the Moon did glitter. 

“ The pang, the curse, with which they died. 
Had never pass'd away: 

1 could not draw my eyes from tbeiii, 

Kor tom them np to pray. 
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“ And now this spell wu snspt: once mote 
I view’d the ooesn green, 

And look’d far forth, yet little saw 
Of what had else ^en seen— 

“ Like one, thad on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread. 

And having once turn’d round walks an. 
And turns no more his head ; 

Because be knows, a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

* But soon there breathed a wind on me, 
Nor sound nor motion made: 

Its path was not upon the sea. 

In ripple or in shade. 

** It raised my hair, it fann’d mj dieek 
Like a meadow-gale of spriM— 

It mingled strangely with my rears. 

Yet It felt like a welcoming. 

" Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

Yet she sail'd softly too : 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze— 

On me alone it blew. 

" Ob 1 dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The light-house top I see t 

Is this the hill 1 is tms the kirk I 
Is this mine own conntree t 

“ We drifted o’er the harbour-bar. 

And I with sobs did pray— 

O let me be awake, my OiM I 
Or let me sleep ^way. 

"The barbourbay was clear as glaa^ 

So smoothly it was strewn I 

And on the ny the moonlight lay, 

And the shadow of the Moon. 

"Hie rock shone bright, the kirk no leM, 
That stands above the rook: 

The moonlight steep’d in ailentnsaa. 

The steaoy weathercock. 
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“ And the bay waa white with ailent light, 
Till riling from the same, 

Fall many ahapes that shadowa were. 

Id criroaon ooloura came. 

" A little diatanee from the prow 
Thoae crimaon ahadowa were; 

I turn’d my eyea upon the deck— 

Ob, Chnat I what aaw I there 1 

« Each oorae lay flat, lifeleaa and flat. 

And, by the noly rood I 

A man all light, a aeraph-man, 

On every ooise there atuoJ. 

" Thia aeraph-hand, each waved hie band i 
It waa a heavenly eight 1 

They etood aa eign^ to the land, 

Mch one a lovely light; 

“Thia aeraph-band, each waved hie hand, 
No voice did they impart— 

No voice; but oh 1 the ailence eauk 
Like mnaic on my heart. 

" Bat aoon I heard the daah of oar^ 

1 heard the Pilot’a cheer; 

My bead waa turn'd perforce away, 

And I Hkw a boat appear. 

* Hie Pilot and the Pilot'a boy, 

I beard them coming feat: 

Dear Lord in heaven ! it was a joy 
The dead men could not blaat. 

"I eaw a tbird^I heard hia voice; 

It ia the Hermit good 1 

He aingeth loud hia godly hymna 
That he makee In the wood. 

He’ll ahrieve my aoul, he'll waah away 
The Albatroaa'a blood.” 
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PART Pit. 

“Tuis Hermit good Urea in that wood 
Which bIodm down to th* mr. 

How londlj bis sweet Toice he rears I 
He loves to talk with marineres 

That come fi-om a far oonntree. 

'‘He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve— 
He bath a cushion plump: 

It is the moss that wholly aides 
The rotted old oak-etnmp. 

* The skiff-boat near’d: I heard them talk, 
' Why, this is strange, I trow I 

Where are those lights, so many and fair, 
That signal made bat now t' 

"‘Strange, by my faith,' the Hermit said— 
* And thev answer'd not our cheer I 

The planks look warp'd, and see these sails, 
How thin they are and sere 1 

I never saw aught like to them, 

Unless perchance it were 

“ * Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest-brook along; 

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow. 

And the owlet whoope to the wolf Mow, 

That eats the she-wolfs ynang.' 

"' Dear Lord I it hath a fiendish look ’— 
(The Klot made reply) 

* I am a-fear'd.'—‘ Pash on, posh on!' 

Said the Hermit cheerily. 

“The boat came closer to the ship, 

But I nor spake nor stirr'd; 

The boat came close beneath the ship, 

And straight a sound was heard. 

“ Under the water it rambled on. 

Still louder and more dread: 

It reach’d the ship, it snlit the bay; 

The ship went down like lead. 
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” Stnnn’d hj thst loud and droadful lonDd, 
Which ale j and ocean smote, 

Like one that hath been seren daTa drown'd 
Mj bodjr laj afloat; 

Bat awift aa dreams, myself I found 
Within the Pilot's boat. 

" Upon the whirl, where sunk the ship, 

The boat spun round and round ; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Waa telling of the sound. 

“ I moved my lips—the Pilot shriek’d 
And fell down in a fit; 

The holy Hermit raised bis eprea. 

And pray'd where he did ait. 

*' I took the oars: the Pilot's boy. 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Lath'd loud and long, and all the white 
His eyes went to and fro. 

*Ha, ha! ’ quoth he, ‘ fnll plain I see 
The devil knows how to row.* 

“And now, all in my own countree, 

1 stood on the firm land 1 

The Hermit stepp’d forth from the boat, 

And scarcely he could stand. 

'“ O ahrieve me, shrieve me, holy man I' 

The Hermit cross’d bis brow. 

' S ay quick,' quoth he, ‘ I bid thee say— 

What manner of man art thou 1' 

“Forthwith this frame of mine waa wrenoh'd 
With a woful agony, 

Which forced me to ^gin my tale ; 

And then it left me tree. 

'* Since then, at an uncertain hoar. 

That agony returns: 

And till my ghastly tale is told. 

This heart within me burns. 

“ I pass, like night, from land to land | 

I have strange power of speech ; 

That moment that his face I see, 

I know the man that must bear me : 

To him my tale I teach. 
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** What loud i^rdar bunU from- that doof [" 
“The wedding-gaeiti are there: 

Bat ia the garden-bower the bride 
And bride-iuaida singing are: 

And hark I the little reaper bell, 

Which biddetb me to prayer 

“ O Wedding-Gnest 1 this soal hath been 
Alone on a wide wide sea: 

So lonely ’twaa, that Ood himaelf 
Scarce seemed there to be. 

“ O sweeter than the msrriage-deast, 

’Tia sweeter far to me, 

To walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly company!— 

“ To walk together to the kirk. 

And all together pray. 

While each to his great Father bends, 

Old men, and babes, and loving friend , 

And youths and maidens gay I 

“ Farewell, farewell! bnt this I tell 
To thee, thon Wedding-Oneat: 

He prayeth well, who loreth well 
Both man and bird and beset. 

“ He prayeth best, who loreth best 
All things both great and small; 

For the dear God that loreth ns. 

He made and loreth alL” 

The kfariner whose eye ia bright, 

Whose beard with a^ ia hoar. 

Is ^ne: and now the Wedding-Gueat 
Toms from the bridegroom’s door. 

He went like one that hath been stnnn’d, 
And is of sense forlorn: 

A sadder and a wiser man. 

He rose the morrow mom. 


CoUKinoB. 
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^ifg. 

OircK opvo i midnight dimij, whilt I poodtr^d* wmk tad frtnr 7 » 

Ortr mnnf • qvalfit ud eoriow T o l B ttm of forg^Ua lore 
WbU« I nodded, oearlj OBpplfig. enddeolf ib«r« csme a tapplDg;, 
of tome one genlljr rapj^ng. rapping at mj diamber<^Oor. 

**Tla tome ililtor* I muttered. ** tapping at mjr ohanber«^OQr— 

Onlj thli. and nothing mom * 

Ah I dlaHnolly T ranieiDber It waa in iba bleak Deeember, 

And each reparate djrlng ember wrooght Ita ghoet upon the floor. 
Eagerly 1 wlah'd the morrow;—eMnly I had eoogbt to borrow 
From my bo<Af enroeaM of aormw—aorrow for the loat Laooiw^ 

For tbe rare and radiant maiden whom tbe aogali name Lanora— 
Nameleaa ban fbr arenaoea. 

And the ellken aid tmeartafn reatihig of each porple eortahi 
ThriU*d ma^flird me with fantaatio terron nercr Ml before; 

8o that DOW, to atlll the beating of my heart, I etood rapeatlng, 

** *T\» aome vialtor entreating entrance at my chamber-door~ 

Some lata rlaitor entreating entranoe at my ohamber-door; 

Thla it la, and nothing moca.* 

Preeently my aoul grew atronger; bealtatlng then no longer, 

''Sir.*' aald I, ** or madam, truly yoor fOrgireoeea I implore; 

B\tt the fliet la I waa napi^ng, and eo gently yoo oame rapping, 

And io faintly you eame tapping, tapping at my ohamber-door, 

That I acarce waa tore I heard yoot**—here I open'd wida tbe door;-^ 
Darkncaa there, and nothing more. 

Deep Into that darkncea peering, long I itood there wondering, fbarlsg, 
Doubting, dreaming dreamt no mortel erer dared to dream belbre; 

But tbe alienee waa nnbroken. and tbe tfillneea fare no token. 

And the only word there epohea waa the whlaper'd word, ** Lenoref" 
Tbla 1 wtUaper*d, and an eeho raarmor'd back tbe word, **Lenore| 
Merely thi^ and nothing more. 

Back Into the chamber taming, all my aoul within me banking. 

Boon again I beard a tapping aomcthlng louder than befbre. 

** Snrely,* aald I, ** rarely tbat la, aometbing at my window Isttloe t 
Let me tee, then, what thereat ia, and thla myitery explore^ 

Let my heart be atiU a moment, and thla myttcry explore;— 

Tia the wind, and nothing more." 

Open here I flnng the ifantter, when, with many a flirt and flatter, 

(n there atepp'd a atately Raven of U)e ealntly daya of fore. 

Kot tbe leaat obeUanee made he; not a minote at^p'd or atay'd be; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perch'd above my chamber dora— 
Perch'd upon a boat of P&Ilma, Joet above my ohawber^door— 

Pereb'd, and cat, and nothing more. 
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Then thU ebony bird bi^rafliog my lad fkoey Into imUing; 

By the grnre end iteiii deoorom of the ooantcnance It wore, 

** Though thy crest be shorn nad sbnvco, tboo,** 1 said, ** art sure oo cmTen, 
Gbsally, frim, and ancient Raren, wandering fVoa the Nightly iboro— 
Tell me what tby lordly name is on the Night's Flotooian shore I” 
Qooth the EaTcn, ** KeTcimore.* 

Mooh I marreU'd this aogainjy fowl to bear disooorae so plainly. 
Though Its answer UtUc meaning—little releraney bore; 

For we cannot help sgreelng that no living boman being 
Ever yet was blesa’d with se^g bird above his chamber-door— 

Bird or beast upon tbe sonlpinred bust tbove his cbamber-door, 

With snob name as ** Nevermore." 

Bat the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bnst, spoke only 
That one word, as if bis soul in that one word be did oatpoor. 

Nothing fkrtber then be otter'd i not a foatber then be flutter'd— 

TUI 1 icaroeiy more than matter'd, ** Other friends have flown before— 
On tbe morrow he wlU leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.* 

Then the bird said, Nevennora.* 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

** Doobtless,* said I. *' what it ntten is its only stock and store. 

Caught from some onhappy master, whom anmerdfbl Disaster 
FoUow’d fast and follos^d faster, till his songi one harden bore— 

TUI tbe dirges of his Hope that melandloly burden bore. 

Of ‘Never—nevermore.'" 

But the Raven stUi beguiling all my sad soul Into smiling, 

Straight I wheel'd a cushion'd seat in front of bird, and bust, and door \ 
Then upon the velvet siaklng, 1 betook myself to Unking 
Fancy unto fancy, tlUnkiog what this omhioas bird of yons— 

What this grim, ungainly, glia^tly, gaunt, and oaUoons bird of yore, 
Meant in croaking * Nevermore." 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose flery eyes now bum'd into my bosom’s core i 
This sod more 1 sat divining, with my head at case reclining 
On tbe eusblon's velvet lining that tbe lamplight gloated o'er. 

But whose velvet violet Uning, with tbe lamplight gloating o'er, 

SAs sbaU press, ab, nevermore I 

Then, metbooght, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swnng by SerapUm, whoee footfalls tinkled on the tufred floor. 

** Wretch I" I cried, **tby God bath lent tbee—by these angels be hath 
sent tbee 

Respite—respite and nepenthe from tby memories of Lcnorel 
Qusif. ob quatr this kind napenthe, and forget ibis lost Leoore I" 

Qootb tbe Raven, ** Nevermore I* 

‘'Prophetl" said I, ^thing of evil I—prophet still, if bird or devil i— 
Whether tempter tent, or whether tempest toss’d thee here ashore, * 
Desolate, yet aU undaunted, on this desert land enchanted— 

On this boms by Horror baunied—tell me tmly, I implore. 

Is there —<1 there balm In Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I Implore i" 

Quoth the Rsven, "Nevermore.* 
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'PiOfiiMtt'* Mid I, “ thing of aril I—pcoptwt Mill. If Urd «r dtTllt— 

Bjr that Hmtcd that btadi abofa m —bf that Oad wa bMb adoaa 
Tall thia loal with torrow ladan. If wllblB lha dlaUat Aldean. 

It iball olaap a aalntad maiden whom lha angale name lasai*— 

Qiap a rara and ladlant maiden wbom tba angale nama Lanorat* 
Qnotb tba Karan, " Merannan.* 

“ Be that arord onr tlgn of parting, Urd or Sand I* I abilak'd npatartlng— 
" Oat thee back Into tba tempeet and tba NIgbt'i Flutonlan abora I 
Laara no blaok pltuna aa a t^an of that Ua tbg eoul hath ipokea I 
Laara my lonallneM onbrokanl—qnlt the boat abora my door I 
Taka tby beak from out my heart, and taka tby fbrm from off my door I * 
Qnolb the Karen, "Nercrmorn.'* 

And the Raren, narer Sitting, atlll la Mttlng. atlll la alttlng^ 

On tba pallid boat of Fallaa, jut abora my ebambar-doori 
And bla ayaa bare all tba aaeming of a damoo'a that la dreaming. 

And tba lampdlgfat (far him atiaamlng tbrowi hla ahadow on tba Soori 
And my aool from oat that abadow tbat Uoa Boating on tba Boor, 

Shall ba lifted—Mrtnaoral 

Poa. 


It was n rAlIe 7 fill’d with aweetoat aoaoda, 

A languid muaie haunted everywhere,— 

Like that with which a summer-eve abounds, 

From rustling com, and song-birds calling clear, 

Down sloping upland^ which acme wood surrounds, 

With tinkling rills just heard, but not too near; 

And low of catue on the distant pUdn, 

And peal of far-off bells, now caught, then lost again. 

It seem'd like Eden's angel-peopled vale. 

So bright the sk^, so soft the streams did flow ; 

Such tones came riding on the muak-wing'd gale. 

The very air aeem’d sleepily to blow; 

And choicest flowers enamell'd every date, 

Flush’d with the richest sunlight’s rosy glow: 

It was a valley drowsy with delight, 

Such fragrance floated round, such beauty dimm’d the sight. 

The golden-belted bees humm’d in the air, 

'The tail silk grasses bent and waved along; 

The trees slept tn the steeping sunbeam’s glare. 

The dreamy river chimM its undersong, y 

I 
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And to(^ iu own fre« oonrM without a oare : 

Amid the bongha did late-tongned Bonmters throng, 
And the green valley throbb’d beneath their lays. 
While echo echo chased, through many a leafy maze. 

And shapes were there, like spirits of the flowers, 

Sent down to see the Summer-beauties dress. 

And feed their fragrant mouths with silver showers ; 

Their eyes peep’d out from many a green recess, 

And their fair forma made light the thick set bowers; 

The very flowers seem’d eager to caress 
Such living sisters; and the boughs, long-leaved. 
Cluster'd to catch the sighs their pearl-flush’d bosoms 
heaved. 

One through her long loose hair was baokward peeping. 
Or throwing, with raised arm, the locks aside; 
Another high a pile of flowers was heaping. 

Or looking love askance, and, when descried. 

Her coy glance on the bedded greensward keeping; 

She pull’d the flowers to pieces as she sigh'd,— 

Then blush’d like timid day-break when the dawn 
Looks crimson on the night, and then again's withdrawn. 

One, with her warm and milk-white arms outspre.ad, 

On tip-toe tripp’d along a sun-lit glade ; 

Elalf turn’d the matchless sculpture of her head, 

And half shook down her silken circling braid ; 

She seem’d to float on air, so light she sped; 

Her bnck-blown scarf an archdd rainlraw made. 

She skimm’d the wavy flowers, as she pass’d by, 

With fair and print-like feet, like clouds along the sky. 

One sat alone within a shady nook, 

With wild-wood songs the lazy hours beguiling; 

Or looking .at her shadow in the brook. 

Trying to frown, then at the effort smiling— 

Her langhing eyes mock’d every serious look ; 

Twaa as if Love stood nt himself reviling: 

She threw in flowers, and watch’d them float away, 
Then at her beauty look’d, then sang a sweeter lay. 

Others on beds of roses lay reclined. 

The regal flowers athwart their foil lips thrown, 

And in one fragrance both their sweets combined. 

As if they on the self-same stem had grown; 
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So close were rose end lip together twined, 

A doable flower that mm one bad bed Mown, 

Till none conld tell, so sweetly were they blended, 
Where swell'd the enrring lip, or where the roee-blootn 
ended. 

One, half-Bsleep, cmihiBg the twinM ilowera, 

Upon a Telret slope like Dian lay; 

Still as a lark that 'mid the daisies cowera: 

Her loop’d-np tnnie, toes'd in disarray, 

Show’d roiindcd limbs too fair for earthly bowers ; 

They look'd like roses on a cloudy day, 

The warm white dull’il amid the odder green; 

The flowers too rough a coueh that lorely uape to screen. 

Some lay like Thetis' nymphs along the shore, 

With ocean-pearl combing their golden lodia, 

And singing to the wares for erermore; 

Sinking like flowers at ere beside the reeks, 

If bat a sound above the maffled roar 
Of the low waves was beard. In Uttle flocka 
Others went trooping through the wooded alleys, 

Their kirtles glancing white, like streams in sonny v>nsys. 

They were snch forms as, imaged in the night. 

Sail in onr dreams across the heavens' steep bine ; 
When the closed lid sees visions streaming bright. 

Too beantiful to meet the naked view, 

Like faces form’d in clouds of silver light 
Women they were I such as the angels knew— 

Sach as the Mammoth look’d on, ere ne fled, 

Scared by the lovers’ wings, that stream'd in snnset red. 

M f t . r . w t. 


^ grcBin of SSintrr r^snjjth to Spring. 

I drkam’d that, ao I wander’d by the waj^ 

Bars Winter suddenly was changed to opring, 

And gentle odours led my steps sstray, 

Mix’d with a sound of waters murmuring 
Along a shelving bank of turf, which li^ 

Under a copee, and hardly dared to fling 
Its green arms round the b^m of the stream^ 

Bat kiss'd it snd then fled, ns Tbon migfatest in dream. 
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There grew pied wiud-flowera aud violeta, 

Daieiee, those pearl'd Arctori of the earth, 

The constellated flower that never seta ; 

Faint oxlips; tender bine-bells, at whoee birth 
The Bod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower that wets 
Its mother's face with heaven-collected tears, 

When the low wind, its playmate’s voice, it bears. 

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine, 

Green cow-bind and the moonlight-colour'd May, 

And cherry-blossoms, and white-cups, whose wine 
Was the bright dew yet drain’d not by the day; 

And wild roses, and ivy serpentine 

With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray ; 

And flowers azure, black, and streak’d with gold, 

Fairer than any waken’d eyes behold. 

And nearer to the river’s trembling edge 
There grow broad flag-flowers, purple prankt with white. 
And starry river-buds among the sedge, 

And floating water-lilies, broad and bright, 

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge 
With moonlight beams of their own watery light; 

And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green 
As soothed the dazzled eye with soner sheen. 

Methought that of these visiouary flowers 
I made a nosegay, bound in su^ a way 
That the same hues, which in their natural bowers 
Were mingled or opposed, the like array 
Kept these impriaou’d children of the Hours 
Within my oand—and then, elate and gay, 

1 hasten’d to the spot whence I had come. 

That I might there present it—O 1 to Whom ? 

Sa£U.BT. 


Co l^t 

WiTB little here to do or see 
Of things that in the great world be, 
Daisy I again I talk to thee, 

For thou art worthy; 

Thou unassuming Common-place 
Of Nature, with that homely face, 
And yet with something of a grace 
Which Love makes for thee 1 
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Oft on the dappled torf at eaae 
I ait and play rrith aimilea, 

Looae types of things throogh all degrees, 

Tnoaghts of thy raising: 

And many a fond and idle name 
I giee to thee, for praise or blame. 

As is the homonr of the game. 

While I a^n gazing. 

A nun demure of lowly port j 
Or sprightly maiden of Loee's court, 

In thy simplicity the sport 
Of ail temptations; 

A queen in crown of rubies drest; 

A stareeling in a scan^ vest; 

Are all, as seems to suit thee best. 

Thy appellations. 

A little Cyclops, with one eye 
Staring, to threaten and defy, 

That thought comes next—aud instantly 
The freak is orer, 

The shape will ranish, and behold 
A silrer shield with b^ of gold. 

That spreads itself, some fairy bold 
In fight to oorer! 

I see thee glittering from afar— 

And then uou art a pretty star; 

Not quite so fair as msur are 
In heaven above uiee I 
Yet like a star, with glittering crest, 

Self-poised in air thou seem'st to rest;— 

May peace come never to his nest 
Who shall reprove thee t 

Bright Flower! for by that name at last. 

When all my reveries are post, 

I call thee, and to that cleave faat, 

Sweet silent creature 1 
That breath’st with me in sun and air. 

Do thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladneaa, and a s^re 
Of thy meek nature 1 

WOXSSWOBTH. ^ 
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Slsnju biiiltn in ^rjulion ntar 

The aun ia warm, the aky ia clear, 

The war«a are diincing {aat aod bright, 
filae ialea and anow^^ mountaina wear 
The purple nooo’a tranaparent light: 

The breath of the moiat air ia light 
Around ita nnexpanded buda ; 

Like man; a Toice of one delight, 

The winda’, the birda’, the oeuan-flooda’, 

The City’a voice itaelf ia aoft like SoLitnde’a. 

I aee the Deep'a nntrampled floor 

With green and purple aea-weeda atrowo : 

I aee the wavea upon tne ahore, 

Like light diaaolved in atar-showera, thrown; 

I ait upon the sanda alone. 

The lightning of the noon-tide ocean 
la fluhing round me, and a tone 
Ariaea from ita measured motion, 

How aweet 1 did an; heart now ahare in m; emotion. 

Alaa 1 I have nor hope nor health. 

Nor peace within nor calm nroimd. 

Nor that content aurpaaaing wealth 
The sage in meditation found, 

And walk'd with inward glor; crown'd— 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 
Others I aee whom these aurround— 

Smiling the; live, and call life pleasure ; 

To me that cup has been dealt in another measure. 

Yet now despair itaelf is mild. 

Even as the winds and waters ore ; 

I could lie duwu like a tired child. 

An d weep awa; the life of care 
Which I have borne, and ;et must bear, 

Till death like sleep might steal on me, 

And I might feel in the warm air 

M; cheek grow cold, and bear the sea 
Breathe o’er m; d;ing brain its last monoton;. 

Shell KY. 
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^ JKant. 

I BSARO the dogs bark in the moonlight night, 
And I went to the window to see the light; 

Ail the dead that ever 1 knew 
Going one by one, and two by two. 

On they pass’d, and on they pass’d ; 

Town'e-fellows all from first to last; 

Bom in the moonlight of the lane, 

And quench’d in the heavy shadow again, 

School-matee marching as when we play’d 
At soldiers ones—bnt now more staid; 

Those were the strai^est eights to me 
Who were drown’d, I knew, in the awful sea. 

Straight and handsome folk; bent and weak too ; 
And some that I loved, and gasp’d to speak to; 
Some just buried a day or two, 

And some of whose death 1 never knew. 

A long, long crowd—where each seem’d lonely ; 
And yet of them all there was one, one only— 
That raised a head or look’d my way. 

And she seem’d to linger, but might not stay. 

How long since I saw that fhir pale face I 
Ah, mother dear I might I only place 
My bead on thy breast, a moment to rest. 

While thy hana on my tearful cheek were prest I 

On, on, a moving bridge they made 
Across the moon-stream from shade to shade < 
Young and old, and women and men ; 

Many long-forgot, but remember'd than. 

And first there came a bitter laughter; 

And a sound of tears the moment after; 

And then a music so lofty and gay. 

That every morning, day by day, 

I strive to recall it if 1 may. 


Aluxobaai. 
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Inbontion. 

Hxab, rweet spirit, hear the spell, 

Lest n blacker charm compel I 
So shall the midnight breezes swell 
With thy deep, long-lingeriDg knell. 

And at erening evermore, 

In a chapel on the shore, 

Shall the chanters, sad and saintly, 

Yellow tapers burning faintly, 

Doleful masses chant for thee, 

Miserere, Domine I 

Hark ! the cadence dies away 
On the yellow moonlight sea : 

The boatmen rest their oars and say, 
Miserere, Domine I 

COLXRIDOK. 


Ja0t smT0 bj a SpitU-Psihcn otter t^e ^oel J^^eUtjT. 

Feed him with jonquils and anemones, 

With jasmines, myrtles, roses where he lies; 

Let all your kisses melt upon his month. 
Balm-winds, fresh breathing from the tropic Sonth ; 
Myrrh, cassia, nntmeg-treea of Ceylon lave 
Him in your odours, fan him os ye wave, 

O golden palms t and thou, wild tamarind-tree. 
Droop thy long sprays, caress him balmily ; 

Ye crimson cactus-flowers, that nimble bees 
Vainly explore, oppress not his mild eyes; 

O sleep-diSusing poppies, rain not down 
Your heavy juice; nor, sable OTpresa, frown 
On him reposing; silver lime-flowers, pour 
Faint, starlike incense-drops from your fall store; 
Sweet pansies pillow him; thy pipe, O Pan, 

Blow with a mellow strain, thy syrinx blow; 

Onr darling is deliver'd from ms woe, 

Freed from the hate of love-regardless man. 

Our darling is not dead, he lieth here, 

Where the nlind, groping earth-worm finds him not. 
As water-lilies mourn the fading year, 

Food hearts deplore him on the earth. No spot 
Defiles the crystal pureness of his fame. 
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The e£3ore8ceDce of his being blooma 

On e&rth, blooms splendidly. Like May he came, 

Sowing rich beanty over dens and tombe, 

And rocky peaks and solitudes. He sped 
Like a clear streamlet o’er its tagged bed, 

That by no torture can be hush’dasleep, 

But pours in music hastening to the deep. 

Peace, peace, bewail him not with garlands sere, 
Ye Autumn Months, his is no funeral bier. 

No pale dissolving Eidolon is he 

Of tMt which was, but uever more shall be ;— 

Shelley, the Spirit, lives eternally I 

Habris. 



She lay among the myrtles on the cliff; 

Above her glared the noon; beneath, the sea. 
Upon the bright horison Athoe' peak 
Welter'd in burning haze; all airs were dead; 

The cicale slept among the tamarisk’s hair; 

The birds sat dumb and drooping. Far below 
The lazy sea-weed glisten’d in the sun ; 

The lazy sea-fowl dried their steaming wings; 

The lazy swell crept whispering up the ledge, 

And sank again. Great Pan was laid to r^; 

And Mother Earth watch’d by him as he slept. 
And hush’d her myriad children for awhile. 

She among the myrtles on the cliff; 

And sigh’d for sleep, for sleep that would not hear, 
But left her tossing still; for night and day 
A mighty hunger yearn'd within her heart. 

Till all her veins ran fever; and her cheek, 

Her long thin hands, and ivory-channell’d feet, 
Were wasted with the wasting of her soul. 

Then peevishly she flung her on her face, 

And hid her eyeballs from the blinding glare. 

And finger’d at the grass, and tried to cool 
Her crisp hot liiM against the crisp hot sward ; 

And then she raised her head, ana upward cast 
Wild looks from homeless eyes, whose liquid light 
Gleam’d out between deep folds of blue-black hair, 
As gleam twin lakes between the purple peaks 
Of deep Parnassus, at the mournfU moon. 
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Beside her Isjr her lyre. She eustch'd the shell. 
And wsked wild music from its silver strings; 
Then toss'd it sadly by.—“ Ah, hush! ” she cries, 

“ Dead o&pring of the tortoise and the mine I 
Why mock my discords with thine Larmooies 1 
Althongh a thrioe-OIympiao lot be thine, 

Only to echo back in every tone 

The moods of nobler natures than thine own.” 

• ««e**** 

Kia'oslev. 


fiolisn ^aqi. 

What saith the river to the rushes grey. 

Rushes sadly bending. 

River slowly wending t 
Who can tell the whisper’d things they say ? 
Yonth and time and manhood’s prime 
For ever ever fled away 1 

Cast your wither’d garlands in the stream, 

Low autumnal oranches, 

Round the skiff that launches 
Wavering downward through the lands of dream. 
Ever, ever fled away 1 
This the burden, this the theme. 

What saith the river to the rushes grey, 

Rushes sadly bending, 

River slowly wending ? 

It is near the closing of th^e day. 

Near the night. Life and light 
For ever ever fled away! 

Draw him tideward down ; but not in haste. 
Mouldering daylight lingers; 

Night with her cold fingers 
Sprinkles moonbeams on the dim sea-waate. 

Ever, ever fled away I 
Vainly cherish’d I vainly chased I 

What saith the river to the rushes grey, 

Rushes sailly bending, 

River slowly wending 1 
Where in darkest glooms his bed we lay, 

Up the cave moans the wave, 

For ever ever fled away I 


Aluhoham. 
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^nblr i* Jfofu'i 8SorU>. 

Ob, nerer rudely will I blame this faiUi 
lu the might of etars and angela t Tia not merely 
The human being'* pride that people* space 
With life and mystical preilominance; 

Since likewise for the stricken heart of love 
This visible nature, and this common world, 

Is all too narrow; yea, a deeper import 
Lurks in the legend told my infant years 
Than lies upon that truth we live to learn. 

For &ible is love's world, his home, his birtbphice: 
Delightedly dwells he ’mong fsya and talismans, 

And spirits ; and delightedly believes 
Divinities, being himself divine. 

The intelligible form* of ancient poets, 

The fair humanities of old religion, 

The power, the beauty, and the majesty. 

That had their h.innts in dale, or piny moantain, 

Or forest by slow stream, or pebbly spring, 

Or chasms an<l watery depths; all these have vauiah'd. 
They lire no longer in the faith of reason I 
But still the heart doth need a language, still 
Doth the old instiuct bring back the old names, 

And to yon starry world they now are gone, 

Spirits or gods, that used to share this earth 
With man as with their friend; and to the lover. 
Yonder they more, from yonder^risible sky 
Shoot influence down : and even at this day 
'Tis Jupiter who brings wbate’er u great. 

And Venus who brings every thing that's fair I 
TrantUUtdfrom SchiUer. Colebisob. 


JfnhE Jott. 

0 LIST the mystic lore sublime 
Of fairy tale* of ancient time I 
1 Isarnd them in the lonely glen. 

The last abodes of living men ; 

There nerer stiaugsr oame our way 
By snlbmer night, or winter day; 

Where neighbouring hind or cat was none, 
Our convene was with heaven alone— 
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With ToioM through the cloail thet snog, 

And broodiog storms thst rouod us bang. 

O. Udy, jadge, if jadge ye nuy, 

How stem and ample was the sway 
Of themes like these when darknesa fell. 

And grey-hair’d sires the tale would tell I 
When doors were hair’d, and elder dame 
Plied at her task beside the flame. 

That throagh the smoke and gloom alone 
Chi dim and nmber'd facet shone— 

The bleat of monntsiii goat on high. 

That from the cliff' came qaarering by; 

The echoing rock, the rasbingfloo^ 

The eataraet’a swell, the moaning wood; 

The nndeflned and mingled ham— 

Voice of the desert nerer dumb I 
All these hare left within this heart 
A feeling tongue can ne'er impart; 

A wilder’d sm nneartbly flame, 

A something that’s withoat a name. 

Hooo. 


$rtsTn fff 1^ ^fsinn. 

Thx masic of an infant’s feet 
TTpon the floor, is passing sweet 
For Father’s heart and Mother’s ear. 

As Angel chanting in his Sphere. 

How soft the feather'd warblers aiM 
What time the primrose decks the ^ring ; 
Tis true their lays breathe small of art, 

Yet they are fresh from Nature’s Heart. 

The skrlark sings—“ Bejoioe 1 rejoice I" 

The roUn pipes with cheerftil roioe ; 

And the amaJl wren joins in the tans, 

\^ile smiles in Hcaren the young May-moon. 

These remal warblers all appear _ 

As harbingers of Sommer near; 

Their notM, that fall like April showers. 

Are Angel-mosic to the flowers. 
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Not theirs the grand triomphal chant 
Of Summer days, but still tney pant 
With music, and the inmost core 
Of life with lore flows o'er and o'er. 

And thus the Fairy-music falls 
On Earth from Heaven’s effulgent halls ; 

And thus, like drops of crimson rain. 

The Fairies troop to Earth again. 

They bless the flowers and bridal birds, 

And all the bleating flocks and herds; 

And where they dwell more sweet the air, 
And thrill'd with music soft and rare. 

Small seems it to the worldly great 
That Fairy land regains its state; 

But simple children wtdce to song, 

Attended by the Fairy throng. 

And Poets wise again resume 
An empire over fields bestrewn 
With tnonghts, that shape themselves as sweet 
As myrtle-groves, where Fairies meet 

One draught from Nature's simple well, 

One thrill from hearts with love that swell, 
One leaf from Nature’s garden green. 

One elfin dance by maiden seen. 

One page from Nature’s book divine. 

Bestow’d from Heaven on men of Time, 
Bespeak the grand Ausonian years. 

Wherein Apollo and his Peers, 

Enthroned, amid the rising Sun, 

Shall make the vibrant horizon 
Besound with music tuneful—grand. 

And Earth be like their Mommg Lwd. 

Uabius. 
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^Bhrs Song*. 

1 . 

CoMS, follow, follow me, 

Te feirj elvea that be 
Li)iht trippine o’er the green, 

Come follow Mab, yonr queen ; 

Hand in hand we'll dance aroand. 

For this place is fairy groond. 

When mortal* are at rest. 

And snoring in their nest, 

Unheard and unespied 
Through the kej-holes we do glide; 

Orer tames, stools, and shelTes, 

We trip it with our fairy elres. 

Then o’er a mushroom's head 
Our table-cloth we spread ; 

A grain of rye or wheat 
The diet that we eat: 

Pearly drops of dew we drink. 

In acom-cupe fill'd to the brink. 

The grasshopper, gnat, and fly, 

Serre for onr minstrel^, 

Grace said, we danoe awhile, 

And so the time beguile ; 

And, if the moon doth hide her bead. 

The glow-worm lights us home to bed. 

O'er tops of dewy grass 
So nimnly do we pass. 

The yeans and tender stalk 
Ne'er beuds where we do walk; 

Yet in the morning may be seen 
Where we the night before hare been. 

SHAKssrEAaxi. 


u. 

Thb fairy beam npon yon, 

The stare to glisten on yon ; 

A noon of light 
In the noon of night 
Till the fire-drake hath o’ergone yon i 
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The wheel of fortune guide yoa, 

The boT with the bow beside ;ou 
Kan eye in the way 
Till the bird of day 
And the luckier lot betide yon i 

Bzk Jovsca. 


IIL 

Sbsd no tear! O abed no tear I 
The flower will bloom another year. 

Weep no more I O weep no more 1 
Young buds sleep in the root’s white core. 

Dry yonr eyes! O yonr eyes I 
For 1 was tanght in Fkndiae 
To ease my breast of melodies— 

Shad no tsar. 

Overhead ! look overhead I 
'Mong the blossoms white and red— 

Look np, look np 1 I flutter now 
On this fresh pomegranate bough. 

See me I 'tia tnis silvery bill 
Ever cures the good man's ill. 

Shed no tear! O shed no tear I 
The flower will bloom another year. 

Adieu, adieu—I fly—adieu ! 

I vanish in the heaven’s blue— 

Adieu, adieu I 

Keats. 


^ ^aht anb a ^ah^ l^oat Song. 

A LAKE and a fairy boat, 

To sail in the moonlight clear— 

And merrily we would float 

From the dragona that watch us here I 
Thy gown should be snow-white silk; 

And strings of orient pearls, 

Like goassmers dipp'd in milk, 

Should twine with thy raven enris 1 

Red rubies should deck thy hands. 

And diamonds should be thy dowei^ 

But fairies have broke their wanda, 

And wishing has lost its power. Hood. 
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of Apollo. 

I WILL teach 70 a how to blow 
A silrer bora, whose notes shall flow 
Like woodland echoes far below; 

And I will teach you how to sing 
Sweet thoQghts, like doves upon the wing; 

And I for you from Heaven will bring 

The sacred pipe that ancient Pan, 

Before Earth’s silver are began, 

As parting gift bestowed on man; 

And I will send that ancient sage, 

Who dwelt in Eden's Qolden Age, 

And he shall ope that mystic page, 

Whose golden words to golden aim 

Are set, like heavenly thoughts to prayers j 

And I will lead you np the stairs 

That wind from Heaven to Heaven, and ye 
Shall dwell for evermore with me, 

And share my crown of melody. 

TTAnniB . 


^ellt ^BTTu ssns S^crcis 

A BALLAD. 

O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms. 
Alone, and palely loitering } 

The sedge has wither’d from the lake. 
And no birds sing. 

O what can ail thee, knight-at>arms, 
So haggard and so woe-begone t 
The squirrel's granary is full; 

And the harvest’s done. 

I see a lily on thy brow 
With angnisb moist and fever-dew. 
And on tby cheeks a fading rose. 

Fast withering too.” 
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“ I met A lady in the meada, 

Fnll beautifal—A iadij'a ebild. 

Her hair waa long, her root waa light, 

And her eyea were wild. 

" 1 made a garland for her head. 

And braoeleU too, and fragrant zone; 

She look'd at me aa abe did lore, 

And made aweet moan. 

" I aet her on my pacing ateed. 

And nothing elae aaw all daj long; 

For aidalong wonld abe bend, and amg 
A fjaiSi 7 'a aong. 

" She found me roota of reliah aweet, 

And honey wild, and dew ; 

And aore in langnage atrange ahe aaid— 

‘ I lore thee tme I' 

“ She took me to her elfin grot, 

And there abe wept, and aigh’d fnll aore, 

And there I ahut her wild wild eyea 
With kiaaea four. 

“ And there abe Inlldd me aaleep. 

And there I dream'd—ah 1 woe betide! 

The lateat dream 1 ever dream'd 
On the cold hill'a aide. 

" I aaw pale kinga and prineea too, 

Pale warriota, deat^p^e were they all; 

ThOT cried—' La Belle Dame aana Merd 
luth thee in thrall I * 

" I aaw their atarred lipa in the gloom, 

With horrid wamins, gaped wide; 

And 1 awoke and found me here, 

On the cold hill'a aide. 

“ And thia ia why I aojonm here, * 

Alone and palely loitering; 

Thongb the arage ia wither'd from the lake. 

And no birda aLog.” 

Kxats. 

X 
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^ JBoiiub C^jrcl b]| l${|0T(. 

Bt the shore, a plot of ^onad 
Clips s rain'd cnapel roand, 

Buttress'd with s graa^ mound ; 

Where Dsj and Night and Day go br. 

And bring no touch of human sonnd. 

Washing of the lonely seas, 

Shaking of the guardian trees. 

Piping of the salted breeze ; 

Day and Night and Day go by 
To the endless tune of these. 

Or when, sa winds and waters keep 
A hush more dead than any sleep, 

Still moms to stiller eTeninm creep. 

And Day aud Night and Day g« by ( 

Here the silence is most deefk 
The chapel-ruins, lapsed again 
Into Nature's wide domain. 

Sow themselves with seed and grain 
As Day and Night and Day go by; 

And hoard Jane's sun and April's min. 

Here fresh funeral tears were shed ; 

Aud now, the graves are also dead ; 

And suckers from the ash-tree spread. 

While Day and Night and Day go by ; 

And stars move calmly overhead.' AuixoBAK. 


^^sbLa ox, ^ SxAan tn tl 

AT&401fBKT. 

Iv Xanadu did Xubla Xhsn 
A etately pleasure-dome decree: 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measnreless to man, 

Down to a sunless sea. 

So 1 twice five miles of fertile ground. 

With walls and towers were gurdled round: 

And there were gardens bright with sinueus rills, 
Where blossom'd many an inoense-bearinff tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hula, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 
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But ob I that deep romantio chaam, which alanted 
Down the green hill, athwart a eedarn eorer I 
A aaTage place I as holy and enchanted 
Aa e'er beneath a waning moon wae haunted 
Bt woman, wailing for her apirit-lorer; 

And from thia chaem, with ceaaeleaa turmoil aeathing| 
Aa if thia earth in faat thick pante were breathing, 

A mightT fountain momently waa ibrced ; 

Amia whose swift half intermitted borst 
Huge fragments, Tsulted like reboundiim hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the threaher'a &il: 

And 'mid toeae dancing rocks at once and ever. 

It flung up momently the sacred rirer. 

Fire milea meandering, with a mazy motion, 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reach'd the caverua meaaurelesa to man. 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean ; 

And 'mid thia tumult Kubla heard from (hr, 
Ancestral voioes prophesying war! 

The shadow of the dome of pleaauM, 

Floated midwav on the waves; 

Where waa heard the mingled meaaSTC, 

From the fountsun and tne caves. 

It was a miraole of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with oaves of iee I 
A damsel with a dulcimer, 

In a vision once I saw : 

It waa an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she play’d, 

Singing of hfount Abora. 

Could I revive Within me 
Her symphony and song. 

To such a deep delight "twould win me, 

That, with music loud and lo^, 

I would build that dome in air, 

That sunny dome I thoae oaves of loe I 
An d all who heard, should see them there, 

Aud all should cry. Beware ! Beware I 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair I 
Weave a circle round him tbrioa, 

And close your eyes with holy dread. 

For be on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradias. CoLmoas. 
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^baJuntb Conadtnu. 

Crxxii'd bj this hope ihe benda her thither;— 

Btill Uogha the radiant eye of haareo, 

Nor hare the golden bowere of eran 
In the rich Weat begun to wither ;— 

When, o’er the vale of Balbbo wlnjging 
Slowly, ahe eeea a child at play, 

Among tne roay wild-flowers ainging, 

Aa roB^ and aa wild aa they ; 

Chaaing, with eager handa and eyes, 

The beantiful blue damael-flies,* 

That flutter'd round theJaamine atema 
Like wingdd flowers or ^ying gema :— 

And, near the boy when tired srith play 
Now nestling ’mid the roeea lay. 

She aaw a wearied man dismount 
From hia hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret'a rustic fount t 
Impatient fling him down to drink. 

Then swift his haggard brow he turn’d 
To the lair child who fearless aat, 

Though never yet hath day-beam bum’d 
Upon a brow more fierce than that,— 

Sullenly fierce—a mixture dire, 

Like thunder clouds of gloom and fire; 

In which the Pxai’s eye could read 
Dark tales of many a ruthless deed; 

The ruin’d maid—the shrine profaned— 

Oaths broken—and the threshold stain’d 
With blood of guests I Mere written, all 
Black aa the diunning drops that fall 
From the denouncing angel's pen. 

Ere mercy wipes them out again. 

Yet tranquil now that man of crime 
^s if the balmy evening time 
Mften’d bis spirit) looku and lay. 

Watching the rosy infant’s play:— 

Though still, whene’er his eye by chance 
Fell on the ^y’a, its lurid glance 

* A bMntifto) iBMct so up 

t A pUe* whan Mdse U gniia to ftr thrc« 
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Met that nnclonded joyous gaze. 

As torches that hare burnt all night 
Through some impure and godless rite, 

Encounter morning’s glorious rays. 

But, hark 1 the vesper calls to prayer, 

As slow the orb of daylight sets. 

Is rising sweetly on the air 
From Stbia’b thousand minarets I * 

The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where be had laid his head, 

And down npon the fragrant sod 

Kneels, with his forehead to the south, 

Liming the eternal name of Qod 
From Purity's own cherub mouth, 

And looking, while bis hands and eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies. 

Like a stray babe of Paradise 
Just lighted on that flow'ry plain. 

And seeking for its home again. 

Oh ! ’twas a sight—that heaven—that child— 

A scene, which might have well beguiled 
Ev’n haughty Eblis of a sigh 
For glories lost and peace gone by I 
And how felt he, the wretched man 
Keclining there—while memory ran 
O’er many a year of guilt and strife, 

Flew o’er the dark flc^ of his life, 

Kor found one sunny resting-place. 

Nor brought him back one branch of grace. 

“ There vxu a time,” he said in mild. 

Heart-bumbled tones—"thou blessed child 1 
“ When, yonng and happy, pure as thou, 

“ I look’d and pray'd like thee—but now-” 

He hung his head—each nobler aim. 

And hope, and feeling, which had slept 

* TarkJ at at the common twmr of prater are on the road, or to em- 
pl 07 «d at not to And conrenlenoe to attend the moaqoaa, axe atltl obliged to 
< xeeute that dotj; nor are Ihej erer known to fkll, -whatcror boaiocea are 
then aboQt, hot pray Immediately when tha boor alarme them, whatarer they 
f^roaboat, hi thaiTery place they chance to etandon; Inaomacb that when a 
Janniaaary, whom yon hare to guard you ap and down tbe city, heara the Botioa 
whieb la nreo him from the ateeplea, he will tom aboat, etand atlll, and beckon 
with hit naod. to tell bla charge he moat bare patience for awhile; wben, taking 
cot bia handkerchief, he apreada It on the groond, alta croea-legged tharcupon, 
and aayi bla preyervi thoogb in the open market, which, barlag ended, be leape 
brlakly ap, aalotea the pereon whom he aodertook to ooorey, and reoewe hit 
Jooni^ with the mild exprrulon of (7AeO i^oAiifieni QhiUi or, Como, dear, fbUow 

tM ■»_A A^nrw UiLL'a IWraeta 



roEus or uuoiiiatioh aso rAUcr. 


lat 

From boyhood’! honr, that ioataDt came 
Freeh o’er him, and he wept—be wept 1 
Blest tears of aoul-felt penitence I 
In whose benisn, redeeming flow 
la felt the first, the only sense 

Of gniltleea joy that gnilt can know. 

• •«•••• 

And now—behold him kneeling there 
■By the child’s aide, in humble prayer, 
while the same sunbeam shines upon 
The ^ilty and the guiltless one, 

And hymns of joy proolaim through beareu 
’The tnumph of a soul forgiren. 

Moorb. 


Cutlsioi. 

Thb shades of night were falling feet. 

As through an Alpine Tillage pass’d 
A youth, who bore, ’mid snow and ioe, 

A Danner with the strange device. 

Excelsior! 

His brow was sad ; his eye beneath. 

Flash'd like a faulchion ^m its sheath. 

And like a silver clarion rung 
The accents of that nnknown tongue. 
Excelsior I 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright ■, 
Above the spectral glaciers shone, 

But from his lips escaped a groan, 

Ezoelsior I 

" Try not the Pass !’* the old man said 
" Dark lowers the tempest overhead, 

Tlw roaring torrent is deep and wide I ** 

Sat lood that clarion voice replied 
Excekior I 

“ O stay,” the maiden said, “and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast I 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye. 

Bat still be answer’d with a sigh, 

Excekior I 
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“ Bewkre the pine-tree'e wither’d braaeh I 
Bewere the awful aTmlaaohal” 

Thia waa the peaaaot'a laat Good-night) 

▲ Toiea {ar ap the height, 

Soeelsior I 

At break of dav, aa heavenward 
The piona monks of Saint Bernard 
Utter'd the oft-repeated prayer, 

A voice cried through the startled air. 
Excelsior I 

A traveller, by the iiaithial hound, 

Half-bnrieo in the snow waa found, 

Still maping in his hand of ioe 
That Danner with the strange deviea, 
Excelsior! 

There, in the twilight cold and gray, 

Lifeless, bnt beautiful, be lay. 

And from the sky, serene and for, 

A voice fell, like a foiling star. 

Excelsior I LosonLLOW. 


Jalltn ^ngrJs gui^irltjigain lo IKn. 

Aix these and more c&me flocking; but with looks 
Downcast and damp, yet such wherein appear'd 
Obacnre some glimpse of joy, to have found their Chief 
Not in desmir, to have found themselves not lost 
In loss itaslf: which on his countenance east 
Like doubtful hue: but be, his wonted pride 
Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore 
Semblance of worth, not eubetance, gently raised 
Their fainting courage, and dispell'd their feare. 

Then straight commands, that at the warlike sound 

Of trumpets loud and chuioos be uprear'd 

His migntv standard: that proud honour claim'd 

Azaxel aa Lis right, a Cherub tall i 

Who forthwith from the glittering ataflf unfurl'd 

The imperial ensign; which full high advanced^ 

Shone like a meteor streaming to the wind. 

With ^ms and golden lustre rich smblaneu. 

Seraphic arms and trophies; all the whils 
Sonorous metal blowing mm ti«i sounds: 
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At which the onirersal hoet np lent 
A ihout that tore Hell’s coDcare, and bevond 
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night. 

All in a moment throngh the gloom were seen 
Ten tho\uand banners rise into the air 
'With orient colours waving: with them rose 
A forest huge of spears; and thronging helms 
Appear’d, and serried shields in thick arrsjr 
Ot depth immeasurable : anon they move 
In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood 
Of nutes and soft recorders; such as raised 
To height of noblest temper heroos old 
Arming to battle; and instead of rage 
Deliberate valonr breathed, firm anu unmoved 
With dread of death to flignt or foul retreat; 

Nor wanting power to mitigate and 'snage 
With solemn touches troubled thoughts, and chase 
Anguish, and doubt, and fear, and sorrow,-and pain. 
From mortal or immortal minds. Thus they, 
Breathing united force with fix4d thought. 

Moved on in silence to soft pipes, that charm’d 
Their painful steps o’er the burnt soil: and now 
Advanced in view they stand ; a horrid front 
Of dreadful length and dazzling arms, in guise 
Of warriors old with order’d spesr and shield; 
Awaiting what command their mighty chief 
Had to impose: he through the armM files 
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse 
The whole battalion views; their order due, 

’Their visages and stature as of gods; 

Their number last he snma ikmd now his heart 
Distends with pride, and hard’ning in his strength, 
Qlories: for never, since created man. 

Met such embodied foroe, as named with these 
Could merit more than that small infantry 
Warr’d on by cranes; though all the giant brood 
Of Pblegra with the heroic race were join’d 
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side 
Mix’d with auxiliair gods; and what resounds 
In fable or romance of Uther’s eon 
Begirt with British and Armoric knights; 

And all who since, baptized or infide^ 

Jousted in Aspramont or Montalban, 

Damaaco, or Marocco, or Trebisond, 

Or whom Biserta sent from Afirio shore. 
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Wheo CbArlemAin with all bia peeraga fell 
Bj Fontarabbia. Thus lar these beyond 
Compare of mortal prowess, jet obeerred 
Their dread commander; be above the rest, 

In ahape and geatnre proudly eminent, 

Stood like a tower: hia form had not yet loet 
All her original brightness ; nor appear'd 
Leas than areh-angel min’d, and tn' ezceia 
Of glory obscured ; aa when the sun new risen 
Lomb thi-ough the horizontal misty air 
Shorn of bis oeams ; or from behind the moon 
In dim eclipse, diaaatrone twilight sheds 
On half the nation, and with fear of change 
Perplexes monarcha. Darken’d so, yet shone 
Above them alt the Arch-Angel; but hia face 
Deep scars of thunder had entrench’d, and care 
Sat on his faded cheek, but under brows 
Of dauntless courage, autd considerate pride 
Waiting revenge. iSiVTOS. 


^BSI Pun. 

All worldlv shapes shall melt in gloom. 
The Sun nimsmf must die. 

Before this mortal shall assume 
Its Immortality I 
I saw a viuon in my sleep, 

That gave my spirit etren^h to sweep 
Adown the g^f of Time I 
I saw tbs last of human mould 
That diall Creation's death behold. 

As Adam saw her prime I 

The Sun’s eye had a sickly glare. 

The Earth with age was wan, 

The skeletons of nations were 
Around that lonely man 1 
Some had expired in fight,—the brands 
Still rusted in their bony hands; 

In plague and famine some I 
Earth’s cities had no sound nor tread; 
And ships were drifting with the dead 
To shores where all was dumb 1 



138 FOBHB or ncAantATiov Awn tasct. 

Yet, pro^at-like, that lone one etood, 

With unntlea word* and high. 

That shook the sere leaves from the wood 
As if a storm pass'd hj. 

Saying, “ We are twine in death, proud Son, 
Ti^ &oe is cold, thr race is mn, 
nRs Mercy bi^ thee go. 

Yor thon, ten thousand thousand ysan, 
Hast seen the tide of haman tears, 

That shall no longer flow. 

What though beneath thee man pnt forth 
His pomp, his pride, his skill; 

And ai^ that made fire. floo<l, and earth, 
Hie vaaaals of his will 
Yet monm T not thv parted sway, 

Thon dim diserownid king of day: 

For all those trophied arts 
And trinmphs that beneath thee sprang. 
Heal'd not a passion or a pang 
Entail'd onhuman hearts. 


“ Go, let oblivion’s enrtain fall 
Upon the stage of men. 

Nor with thy rising beams recall 
Life’s tragedy again. 

Its piteous pageants bring not back. 
Nor waken flesh, upon the rack 
Of pain anew to writhe; 

Stretch’d in disease's shapes abhorr’d, 
Or mown in battle by the sword 
Like grass beneath the scytheu 


** Ev’n I am weary in yon skies 
^I’o watch thy fading Are ( 

Test of all sumless agonies. 

Behold not me expire. 

My lips that apeak thy dirge of death— 

Receive my parting ghost. 
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** Thia apirit shall retarn to Him 
'l^t gave its heareoljr spark ; 

Yst think not, Sun, it shall be dim 
When thou thyself art dark I 
No I it shall live again, and shine 
In bliaa nnknown to beams of thine. 

By Him reoall'd to breath, 

Who captive led captivity. 

Who roob’d the grave of victory. 

And took the sting from death I 

" Qo, Sun, while Mercy holds me up 
On Nature’s awful waste, 

To drink thia last and bitter cup 
Of grief that man shall taste— 

Go, t^ the night that bides thy face, 

Thon aaw'at the last of Adam's race 
On Earth’s sepulchral clod, 

The darkening universe defy 
To quench his Immortality. 

Or shake his trust in G<m I ” CAifFBCi.t. 

KTnbinn. 

Thbrs in his bosom Sapience doth ait. 

The sovereign darling of the Deity, 

Clad like a queen in royal robes, most fit 
For so great power and peerless majestv: 

And all with gems and jewels gorgeonuy 
Adorn’d, that orighter than the stars appear. 

And make her native brightae^s seem more clear. 

And on her head a crown of purest gold 
la set, in sign of highest sovareignty; 

And in her hand a aoeptre she doth hold 
With which she rules the house of Ood on high, 
And mauageth the ever-moving sky. 

And in the same these lower creatures all 
Subjected to her power imperial. 

Both heaven and earth obey unto her will, 

And all the creatures which they both contain; 

For of her fulness, which the world doth fill, 

They all partake, and do in state remain, 

As their great Maker did at first ordain ; 

Through observation of her high behest. 

By whioh they first were made and still inereiaeJ. 
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The (kirnees of her face no tocgne can tell { 

For ehe the daaghten of all women'e race, 

And anmls eke, in beauty doth excel, 

SparklM on her from Uod'e own gloriooa face. 

And more increaeed by ber own goodly grace. 
That it doth far exceed all human thougnt, 

Nor can on earth compared be to aught. 

Spbtbxr 


(S||ilogiu in Conraf. 

To the Ocean now I fly. 

And thoee happy climee that lie 
Where day never ehute hie eye, 

T7p in the broad fielde of the eky: 

There I suck the liquid air 
All amidst the gardene fair 
Of Hesperus, and hie daughters three. 
That sing about the golden tree: 

Along the crisp6d shades and bowers 
Bevels the spruce and jocund Spri^; 

The Qraces, and the roay-bosom'd Hours, 
Thither all their bounties bring; 

There eternal snmmer dwells, 

And west-winds, with musky wing, 
Altent the cedam alleys fling 
Nard and Cassia's balmy amelia 
Iris there with humid bow 
Waters the odorous banka, that blow 
Flowers of more mingled hue 
Than ber pnrfled scarf can shew. 

And drenches with Elyaian dew 
(List, mortals, if your ears be true), 

Beds of hyacinth and msea. 

Where young Adonis oft reposes. 

Waxing well of his deep wound 
In slumber soft, and on the ground 
Sadly site the Assyrian queen: 

Bnt far above in spangled sheen 
Celestial Cupid, ber famed son, advanced. 
Holds his dear Psyche sweet entranced. 
After her wandering labours long, 

TUI free consent the gods among 
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Make her his eternal bride, 

And from her &ir nnepotted aide 
Two bliaeful twine are to be bom, 

Yonth and J07 ; eo Jore hath ewom. 

But now my task ia amoothly done, 

I can 6y, or I can run 
Quickly to the green earth'a end, 

Where the bow^ welkin alow doth bend; 

And from thence can aoar aa aoon 
To the corucra of the moon. 

Mortala, that would follow me, 

Love Virtue ; ehe alone ia free : 

She can teach ye how to climb 
Higher than the mhery chime; 

Or, if Virtue feeble were. 

Heaven itaelf would atoop to her. 

Miltok. 


C|[t S&tgth Josn. 

Behold I 

Tbt rocka are cloven, and through the purple night 
I aee cars drawn by rainbow-wingdd at^a, 

Which trample the dim winds: in each there atanda 
A wild-eyed charioteer urging their flight. 

Some look behind, aa fienda pursued them there, 

And yet I see no shapes but the keen stars: 

Othera, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink 
With eager lips the wind of their own speed, 

Aa if the thing they loved fled on before. 

And now. even now, they clasp'd it. Their bright locks 
Stream like a comet's flashing hair: they all 
Sweep onward. 

These are the immortal Hours, 

Of whom thou didst demand. One waits for thee. 

_ SflSLLET. 

SSItmnasgnt. 

Iv a dim and distant for land, 

In a glorious golden etai'-land, 

Ont of Time, beyond the ^a, 

O’er an empire all agree 
Many-peopied, loyal, free, 

Qne^y rules Mnemosyne I 
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High enthroned in pelnoe golden, 

Fairer Queen was ne’er benoldcn j 
Men of every clime and sea 
Bend to her a reverent kneo, 

Swell her train, and ihont with glM*^ 

* God save our Queen Mnemosyne I " 

All the Arts they call her Mother I 
Science, too—their younger brother— 

Waits upon her, as a lover 
Doth around his mtstress hover >— 

Beauty, Order, Liberty, 

Environ Queen Mnemosyne 1 

She inspires their every duty, 

Gives to every grace new bMUty: 

Wit and Fancy to her bring 
Many a votive offering; 

The little birds on every tree. 

Praise the good Mnemoeyne ! 

She, as in a book, doth read 
Every thought and every deed; 

Before her, as an i^n scroll, 

Naked stands the human soul t— 

Trembling, fearing, hoping, see— 

It supplicates Muemosyne 1 

Every heart with grief o’erladen, 

Every love-distracM maiden, 

Slaves who toil beneath the line, 

Wretches who in dungeons pine; 

All to her for refuge nee. 

Powerful Mnsmosyne I 
Sin, and Shams, and Misery, 

All despairing souls that be. 

Own her power for good or ill. 

Court her favour, dread her will. 

As in a mirror. Destiny 
Beflects the great Mnemosyne I 
Mighty kings bow down to her. 

Tea, and all that ever were, 

High, or low, or boud, or ft«e, 

Who hath empire wide as she— 

Out of Time, beyond the Sea- 

Sovereign Queen Mnemosyne t Sbobter. 
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O OOM Dot mldft tblo iroitdly otflfti. 

AO tdlo ort Uko Poet brtop: 

Let bifti Ptinoiopb/ ooDtrol 
And ealto kba etraam of lUO, 

'Til bo rofloM Ito ft)QoUlo*«prtJigit 
Tbe oobler peailoai of the eooL 

OlHFIELt. 


Be eiw thro* life end deetb, thro* rood eod 111, 

Be lew tbro* hie own eoaL 
Tbe oiervol 0 # the orerlMUnf wfll. 

Ad open een^ 

S uf Om him ley; wtthe^olnf fOotbotAreeded 
Tbo eonntcit welhe oTftme: 

Tbe Ttewieei errowi of Ue tboafbU worn heeded 
Aad wtof'd with flemA 

TonmoK. 


Loro bed be fbnod to baU where poor men lie \ 
Uta deUr teechoro bed been woodi lod rUla, 
The ilieuoe that U in the eterTr ibr, 

Tbe aleep ibei le emonr the looelr hlllA 


Woisowom 
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09 

REFLECTION AND SENTIMENT. 


#bt to 

Stxrm Daughter of the Voice of God I 
O Dnty I if that name thou love 
Who art a light to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove i 
Thou, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe ; 

From vain temptations dost set free ; 

And calm'st the weary strife of frail humanity I 

There are who ask not if thine eye 
Be on them ; who, in love and truth, 

Where no misgiving is, rely 
Upon the genisJ sense of youth: 

Olaa hearts without reproach or blot; 

Who do thy work, and Know it not: 

Oh I if through confidence misplaoed 

They fall, thy saving arms, dread Power! around them cast 

Serene will be our days and bright, 

And happy will our nature be, 

When love is an imerring light, 

And joy its own security. 

And they a blissful course mav hold 
Even now, who, not unwisely bold, 

Live in the spirit of this arwi ; 

Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need. 

I. / 
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I, loring freedom, and antried ; 

No iport of every random goat, 

Yet being to myaeif a guide, 

Too blindly have reposed my trust: 

And oil when in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, 1 deferr’d 
The task, in smoother walks to stray ; 

But Thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may. 

Through no distnrbanoe of my soul. 

Or strong compunction in me wrought, 

I supplicate for tny control; 

But in the quietness of thought: 

Me this nncharter’d freedom tires ; 

I feel the weight of chanoe-dsaires: 

My hopes no more must change their name, 

I long for a repose that ever is the same. 

Stem Lawgiver 1 yet thou dost wear 
The godhead’s most benignant grace ; 

Nor know we any thing so lair 
As the smile upon thy face ; 

Flowers laugh before Thee on their beds 
And fragrance in thy footing treads; 

Thou dost preserve the stars from 'rronj^ 

And the moat ancient heavena, through Ihee are fresh and 
strong. 

To humbler functions, awful Power I 
I call thee : 1 myself commend 
Unto thy guidance from this hour ; 

Oh, let my weakness have an end I 
Give unto me, made lowly wise, 

The spirit of self-sacrifice ; 

The confidence of reason give, 

And in the light of truth thy bondman let me live I 

WoRDSWORm 
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Mer think it is an awfiii sight 
To see a soul just set adnft 
On that drear voyage from whose night 
The ominous shadows never lift; 
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Bnt *ti« more ewAil to behold 
A helpless infimt newlj bore, 

Whose little haoda nneoDseioos hold 
The keys of darkness and of morn. 

Mine held them once; I flongaway 
Those keys that might bare open eet 
The golden sluices of the day, 

But clutch the keys of darkness yet} 

I hear the reapers singing go 

Into God's harreet; 1, might 
With them have chosen, here below 
Grope shuddering at the gate of night. 

O glorious YonthI that once wait mine I 
O high ideal I all in vain 
Ye enter at this ruin’d shrine 
Whence worship ne’er shall rise again ; 

The bat and owl inhabit here. 

The snake rests in the attar-stooe, 

The sacred vessels moulder near. 

The image of the God is gone. 

Lowm. 


^ |.alm of r*. 

Tant. me not, in mourn fol numbers, 

“ Life is but an empty dream I ” 

For the soul is dead that slumbers, 

And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real 1 Life is earnest 1 
And the grave is not its goal; 

" Dust thou art, to dust returned" 

Was not spoken of the sooL 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destined end or way; 

But to act, that each to-morrow 
Find us farther than to-day. 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting. 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

Still, like muffled drums, tre beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 
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In the world’* broad field of battle, 

In the bironac of Life, 

Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 

Be a hero in the strife 1 

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant I 
Let the dead Past bury its dead 1 
Act,—act in the living Present 1 
Heart within, and God o’erhead ! 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints in the sands of time; 

Footprints, that perhaps another. 

Sailing o’er life’s solemn main. 

Some fomm and shipwreck'd brother. 

Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let ns, then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate ; 

Still achieving, still pursuing. 

Learn to labour and to wait LoNorKLLOW. 


^tprraltinu of 

Hiobbr, higher will we climb 
Up the mount of Glory ; 

That our names may live through time 
In our cotmtry'g story ; 

Happy, when her welfare calls. 

He who conquers, he who falla 

Deeper, deeper let us toil 
In the mines of knowledge ; 

Nature's wealth and learning’s spoil. 
Win from school and college; 

Delve we there for richer gems 
Than the stars of diadems. 

Onward, onward will we press 
Through the path of duty ; 

Virtue is true happiness. 

Excellence true beauty. 

Minds are of supernal birth. 

Make we then a heaven of earth. 
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Closer and closer then ire knit 
Hearts and hands together, 

Where onr lireside comforts sit 
In the coldest weather: 

01 they wfunder wide, who roam. 

For the joys of life, from home. 

Nearer, dearer bands of lore 
Draw our souls in union. 

To our Father’s bouse abore, 

To the saints' communion; 

Thither every hope ascend. 

There may all our labours end. 

MonToownr. 


f appB yHt. 

How happy is he bom and taught, 

That serreth not another’s will; 

Whose armour is bis honest thought. 

And simple truth his utmost skill I 

Whose passions not his masters are, 

Whose eou'l is still prepared for death, 

Untied unto the worldly care 
Of public fame or private breath ; 

Who envies none that chance doth raise, 

Or vice; who never understood 

How deepest wounds are given by praise j 
Nor rules of state, but roles of good ; 

Who hath hiu life from rumours freed, 

Whose conscieuce is his strong retreat; 

Whose state can neither flatterers feed, 

Nor ruin make oppressors great; 

Who God doth late and early pray. 

More of his grace than gifts to lend; 

And entertaiias the harmless day 
With a religious book or friend; 

This man is Greed from servile bands 
Of hoM to rise, or fear to fall; 

Lord of himself, though not of lands; 

And, having nothing, yet hath alL 

WOTTOM. 
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In nunsutf Jile mag gcrbd be. 

It ia not srowing like • tree 
In balk, doth make man better be ; 

Or etending like en oek three hundred year. 

To fall a log at last, dr 7 , baM, and acar: 

A lil^ of a daj 
la iairer far in May, 

Although it fall and die that night— 

It waa the plant and floxrer of Light 1 
In email propckrtiona wa jnat beautiee aee; 

And in abort meaauree life may perfect be. 

B. JOSSOM. 


CbtttBlion bslg of t^t Stnlr. 

O ton the coming of that glorioaa time 
When, prizing knowledge aa her nobleat wealth 
And bMt protection, this imperial Bealm, 

While ahe exacta allegiance, ehall admit 

An oblimtion, on her part, to teach 

Them wno are born to aerve her and obey; 

Binding hereelf by etatute to secure 

For all the children whom her soil maintains 

The rudiments of lettera, and inform 

The mind with moral and relim'ous truth, 

Both understood and practise^—so that none. 

However destitute, be left to droop 

By timely calture nnsuatain'd; or run 

Into a wild disorder ; or be forced 

To drudge through a weary life without the help 

Of intellectual implements and tools; 

A savage horde among tlie civilized, 

A servQe land among the lordly free I 
This sacred right, the lispi^ babe proclaims 
To be inherent in him, by Haven's will. 

For the protection of his innocence; 

And the rude boy—who, haring overpast 
The sinless age, by conscience ia enroll'd. 

Yet mutinously knits his sngry brow. 

And lifts his wilful baud on mischief bent, 

Or turns the godlike faculty of speech 

To impious use—by process indirect 

Declares his due, while he makes known his need. 
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Thb Mcrod right U fraitlearijr annouQO*d, 

This tmirerMl plea in rain andreea'd. 

To e;ea and ears of pareota who tbeuuelvM 
Did, in the time of ^eir neceiait^, 

Urge it in vain; and, therefore, hke a prayer 
That from the humbleet floor aacendi to HeAven, 

It mounta to reach the State'! parental ear; 

Who, if indeed ahe owna a motner’a hearti 
And be not most nnfeelingly deroid 
Of gratitude to Providence, will grant 
The unquestionable good—which, England, safe 
From interference of external force, 

May grant at leisure ; without risk incurr’d 
That what in wisdom for herself she doth, 

Others shall e’er be able to unda 

WoROSWOKTU. 


CaiU. 

Wbat then is taste, but these internal powers 
Active, and strong, and feelingly alive 
To each fine impulw 1 a discerning sense 
Of decent and sublime, with quick disgust 
From things deform’d or disarranged, or mss 
In species t This, nor gems, nor stores of gold, 

Nor purple state, nor culture can bestow; 

But God alone, when first his active hand 
Imprints the secret bias of the soul. 

He, mighty parent! wise and just in all. 

Free as the vital breeze or light of Heaven, 

Reveals the charms of nature. Ask the swain 
Who journeys homeward from a summer day’s 
Long labour, why, forgetful of his toils 
And due repose, he loiters to behold 
The sunshine gleaming, as through amber clouds. 
O’er all the western sky ; full soon, I ween, 

His rude expression and untutor’d airs. 

Beyond the power of language, will unfold 
The form of beauty smiling at his heart. 

How lovely I how commanding! But tnougli heaven 
In every breast hath sown these early seeds 
Of love and admiration, yet in vain. 

Without fair culture’s kind parental aid, 

Wilhont snlivening suns, and genial showers 
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And shelter from the blsst—in Tsin we hope 
The tender plant should rear its blooming head. 

Or yield the bsrrest promised in its spring. 

Nor yet will every soil with eqnsl stores 
Repay the tiller's labour; or attend 
His will, obsequiont, whether to produce 
The olive or the laureL Different minds 
Incline to different objects: one pursues 
The vast alone, the wonderful, the wild; 

Another sighs for harmony, and grace, 

And gentlest beauty. Hence when lightning fires 
The arch of heaven, and thunders rock the ground ; 
When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air. 
And ocean, groaning from his lowest bed. 

Heaves his tempestuous billows to the sky 
Amid the mighty uproar, while below 
The nations tremble, Shakespeare looks abroad 
From some high cliff superior, and enjoys 
The elemental war. But Waller longs 
All on the margin of some flowery stream 
To spread his careless limbs amid the cool 
Of plantain shades, and to the listening deer 
The tale of slighted vows and love’s disdain 
Resound soft-warbling all the livelong day : 
Consenting zephyr sighs; the weeping rill 
Joins in his plaint, melodious; mute the groves, 
And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn : 

Such and so various are the tastes of men I 

ASElfSIDE. 
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Till swallow's nest of mud beneath the eaves 
Holds not the white swan's golden feather'd brood. 

If thou wonld’st make thy thought, O mao, the home 
Where other minds may 'habit, build it large. 

Make its vast roof translucent to the skies, 

And let the upper glory dawn thereon. 

Till morn and evening, circling round, shall drop 
Their jewell'd plumes of sun-flame and of stars. 

Build thou that home upon a mountain top, 

Where all the free winde shall have apace to blow. 
Open its casements to the East and West, 

To North and South, to Greece and Palestine. 
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Let •]) nreet 0owen bloom io iU green retreeta ; 
Let fwtrj wiM-bird 6nd iweet weloome there; 
And every thing that shnree the breathing joy 
Of nniTereal air and earth, be free 
Of thy well-ordered empire; and inlay 
With precioui gemi, with diamond ana white pearl. 
And blood-red ruby and green emerald, 

The lumptuous pavement till it abinea afar 
Like the Apocalyi)tic ahrine, whoee walla 
Of maaaive light from Larth and Son received 
All varying luetrea, nnd diffnaed their beama 
Freaco ita inner walla with all that Art 
E'er pictured of the Beautiful, but atill 
Let Nature freely come to aee that Art 
Hath rightly drawn her perfect lovelineoe. 

Fill the grand balls with statues of old time. 

Let Ooda and Demi-Goda and Heroea range 
With Goddeaaea and Graces. Let the Sainta 
And Seers and Sages, nnd the valiant throng 
Of modem Heroes, and the ever young 
And ever tuneful Poets of all climes. 

And Hierophants of all religions, have 
Their place smong them, some in silver carved. 
Some in the Parian marble, some in gold ; 

Each symbolizing that interior truth 
Or outward use he lived, taught, acted, sung. 

Or Bonght to live, or act, or auig, that men, 

Tired by that pure ideal, might become 
Gods, and the Earth a new-born Paradise. 

Gather ail books within ita Libraries 

Bid Greece awake through all her words of fire, 

And Athens wear her violet crown again. 

And the seven cities plead for Homer deaA 
Let Marathon and Salamis come forth, 

Lenctra and Tbermopylss, with all 

The hosts who fl ing their free lives on the pile 

Of patriotic virtue, or who cast 

The gage of battle to unnumber'd foes, 

And then redeem’d it, giving to the earth 
Their dust, their lives to the great mother-land. 
Their Spirits to the Hero-halls above. 

Chant tnou thy Epic, Homer; tell the tale 
Of Troy to mi^era hearts of living men. 

Bid India from her Sanscrit speak; let all 
The Yodas wide unroll their parchment gatea. 
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Gather the wisdom of the Pyramids, 

The eeorets that Egyptian Uierophuta 
Practised in crypts and carenu, which they veil'd 
In many a rite and symbol—none forget. 

Let every Nation'e mind unfold its thought, 

And every Sage depict the starry scheme ; 

And every Hero tell how once he died ; 

And every Poet sing, while Nature smiles 
To find her buried eras bloom anew. 

Forget not thine own time ; give ample place 
To wisdom shower'd from heaven, renewing earth. 
Let Dante sing from out his Middle Age; 

And Machiavelli with bis subtle skill 
Unveil the craft of tyrants ; nor forget 
The richly-flower'd muse of Camoens; 

Or love-lays, bom of Europe’s loyal heart. 

Chanted by Troubadours in sweet Provence. 

Let manly Chaucer tread his pilgrim round; 

And Spenser preach of heavenly chastity ; 

Let Herbert almost like an Angel sing; 

And Shakespeare in one panoramic scene 
Reveal life's actual drama, clothing all 
His varied forms with living flesh and blood. 
Giving to each a true authentic heart, 

Whoee arteries and veins run worm with love. 

Let the blind Psalmist of the Commonwealth, 

Who look'd with inward sight where burns the sun 
Of spirit-light o’er Eden of old time, 

In clonic English utter all his thought. 

Let Byron pour from out his burning mind 
The seething torrents of unresting soul, 

The passion dreams of a wild fever'd heart, 

A world of rebel Genii, sin-aocursed. 

Yet aching, hungering for divinity. 

Let Keats, the child Adonis, stand beside 
The waking figure of his Grecian urn. 

Interpreting the meaning of all tears 
Bhed by the Graces in enamour'd dreams, 

Or smiles that drop from out the Sau-god’s eyes. 
When mum is on the mountains, and the stars 
Close their white buds and grow invisible. 

Let the lost Pleiad, Cbattertou, attune 
His harp in that bright brotherhood of song ; 

Let Wordsworth dream of heaven amid his mils; 
And Coleridge stir the heart as with a trump 
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Blowo bjr a yomig ArehaDgcl; nor forg«t 
The livioe in thy reTerence for the deed. 

Make wide VBihaiU for the belter gode 
Than Thor and Odin, gionte of young time ; 

Thy maater-eingere, Giermany, whoee namea 
Shall brighten Uke thrir fame till round the world 
The rainbow of their liriug thought hath grown. 

Gather the ripe fruit of all Sciencee 

Until thy plenteooa board gleama rich and rare 

With cluater'd branchea of Hesperian gold. 

Let erery Art eland in ita perfect form, 

And preach the gospel of inTeutiou to 

The eager iutellect. “ More Light 1 More Light I ** 

Be thia thy motto; yoke the patient yean 

To plough the foliow-fielda ofHiatory 

For boned treaaurea, gems and precious coins 

And marbles, that shall come from out the dust 

To tell how beautiful Antiquity 

Sat on her ivory throne ; how look’d, how spake 

The hero-ages of departed time. 

Then, when thy mind grows like the purple East 
With dawn-fires from the Sun of Light, go forth. 

And, in that rich and eminent domain, 

Gather together all sweet charities, 

And bid them dwell with thee. In that fair home 
Let Freedom rule, and, having won the world 
In winning its transcendent essence, give 
That world, thy heart, thy life away in love. 

Be thou like God, drinking His essence in, 

And clothing thyself with it as the earth 
Attires ita dainty limbs with emerald green. 

As young Desire seeks Beauty, seek to gain 
Complete symmetrical development, 

That thou may'st minister iu things of use 
To all who seek the palace of thy mind. 

Give thy thought freely; give it modestly. 

Patient of contradiction. Think not wine 
The better because drawn or served by thee. 

Force not the overflowing cup too long 

On him whom thou dost honour, lest He grow 

Surcharged in brain and curse instead of blesa 

Be modest in thy opulence, and know 

This fact, that thou may'st learn a truth from aU. 
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Tftke what thy brother offera thee; perchance 
The aimpleat nature may have woke to aee 
At early mom an Angel in the ano, 

And brought from him great meaaage to thy aouL 
In all thou doest first ofall be true 
To thine own conaciouaneas, to man, to God. 

Habu& 


Sr&tdunt in B Sltnitrr SBalR at ^on. 

Aoadi I tread 

The walk, etill verdant, under ouka and elms, 

Whose outspread branches overarch the glade; 

The roof, though moveable through all ita len^h. 

As the wind sways it, has yet well sufiSoed, 

And, intercepting in their silent fall 
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 

Ko noise is here, or none that hinders thought. 

The redbreast warbles still, but is content 
With slender notes, and more than half suppress’d : 
Pleased with his solitude, and flitting light 
From spray to spray, where’er he restshe shakes 
From many a twig the pendant drops of ice. 

That tinkle in the wither’d leaves below. 

Stillness accompanied with sounds so soft. 

Charms more than silence. Meditation here 
May think down hoars to moments. Here the heart 
May give a useful lesson to the head. 

And learning wiser grow without his booka 
Knowledge and wisdom, far from being one. 

Have oft-times no connection. Knowledge dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of other men; 
Wisdom in mind.s attentive to their own. 

Knowledge, a rude, unprofitable mass, 

'The mere materials with which wisdom builds. 

Till smooth’d, and squared, and fitted to its place. 
Does but encumber whom it seems to enrich. 
Knowledge is proud that he has leam'd so much; 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 

COWPBB. 
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Utlf-ipiioiDlrbgc. 

It thon bo one whose heert the boljr forme 
Of young imeginAtiou have kept pure. 

Stranger I henceforth be weim'd; and know that pride, 
Howe er disguised in its own majesty, 

Is littleness ; that ha who feels contempt 

For any living thing, hath faculties 

Which he has never used ; that thought with him 

Is in its infancy. The man whose eye 

Is ever on himself doth look on one, 

The least of Nature's works—one who might move 
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds 
Unlawful ever. O, be wiser thou I 
Instructed that true knowledge leads to love— 

True dignity abides with him alone, 

Who, in the silent hour of inward thought, 

Can rtill suspect, and still revere himself. 

In lowliness of heart. 

WOBDSWOBTB. 


C^c ^abbtr of St. ^ogtutint. 

Saidt ADOOBTum! well hast thou said. 
That of our vices we can frame 

A ladder, if we will but tread 
Beneath our feet each deed of shame I 

All common things, each day's events. 
That with the hour begiu and end ; 

Our pleasures and our discontents 
Art rounds by which we may ascend. 

The low desire, the base design. 

That makes another's virtues less: 

The revel of the ruddy wine, 

And all occasions of excess ; 

The longing for ignoble things ; 

The strife for triumph more than truth; 

The banleiiing of the heart that brings 
Irreverence for the dreams of youth; 
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All thoughts of ill, all evil deeds, 

That have their root in thonghta of ill; 

Whatever hinders or impedes 
The action of the nobler will j— 

Ail these mnst first be trampled down 
Beneath onr feet, if we would gain, 

In the bright field of Fair Renown, 

The right of eminent domain. 

We have not wings, we cannot soar; 

But we have feet to scale and climb 

By alow degrees, bj more and more, 

The cloudy summits of our time. 

The mighty pyramids of stone 
That wedge-lihe cleave the desert airs. 

When nearer seen, and better known. 

Are but gigantic flights of stairs. 

The distant raonntalns that upreor 
Their frowning foreheads to the skies. 

Are cross'd b^ pathways, that appear 
As we to higher levels rise. 

The heights by great men reach’d and kept, 
Were not attain'd by sadden flight j 

But they, while their companions slept, 
Were toiling upward in the night. 

Standing on what too long we bore 
With shoulders bent and downcast eyes^ 

We may discern—unseen before— 

A path to higher destinies. 

Nor deem the irrevocable Past 
As wholly wasted, wholly vain, 
rising on its wrecks, at last 
To something nobler we attain. 


IiOxorsLtow. 
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({;( doob drtai |p^sn. 

" How tsldorn, Friend, s good grest man inherits 
Honour or wealth, with all his worth and pains I 
It sounds like stories from the land of spirits, 

If any man obtain that which he merits, 

Or any merit that which he obtains." 

For shame, dear Friend! rononnce this canting strain I 
What wouldTst thou hare a good groat man obtain 1 
Place—titles—salary, a gilded chain, 

Or throne of corses which his sword hath slain t— 
Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends 1 
H.ath he not always treasures, always friends. 

The good great man 1—three treasures—lore, and light, 
And calm thoughts, regular as infant’s breath ;— 

And three 6rm friends, more sure than day and night— 
Himself, his Maker, and the angel Death, 

CoLsaiDoE. 


dloriu Cbiuuucid, 

So fails, so langnishes, grows dim, and dies. 

All that this world is proud of From their spheres 
The stars of human glory are east down ; 

Perish the roues and the flowers of kings. 

Princes, and emperors, and the crowns and palms 
Of all the mighty, wither'd and conaumed 1 
Kor it power gireii to lowliest innooeoee 
Long to protect her own. The man himself 
Departs; and soon is spent the line of those 
Who, in the bodily image, in the mind, 

In heart or soul, in station or pnrsnit. 

Did most resemble him. Degrees ami ranks, 
Fraternities and orders—heaping high 
New wealth upon the burthen of the old. 

And placing trust in privilege confirm’d 
And re-continn’d—are scoff'd at with a amile 
Of greedy foretaste, from the secret stand 
Of Desolation aim’d : to slow decline 
These yield, and these to sudden overthrow: 

Their virtue, service, happiness, and state 
Expire I and Nature’s pleasaut robe of green. 
Humanity’s appointed shroud, enwraps 
Their monuments and their memory. 

WORDSWOETH. 
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JltUtt to ^ott's ^caxi t^an 

Better to b&ve the poet's heart than brain, 

To feel than write; but better far than both. 

To be on Earth a poem of God’s makinf;; 

To have one’s soul a leaf, on which God’s pen 
In various words, as of triumphant mnsic, 

That mingleth joy and sorrow, setteth forth 
That out of darkness he hath brought the light. 

To such perchance the poet’s voice is given 
To tell the mighty tale to other worlim. 

MaoDomalo. 


gift's 

As withereth the primrose by the river, 

As fadeth summer’s sun from gliding fountains, 
As vanisheth the light-blown bubble ever, 

As melteth snow upon the mossy mountains; 

So melts, so vanisheth, so fades, so withers. 

The rose, the shine, the bubble, and the snow. 

Of praise, pomp, glory, joy, which short life gathers, 
Vain praise, &ir pomp, sweet glory, brittm joy :— 
The wither’d primrose by the morning river. 

The faded summer's sun fiom weeping fountains. 
The light-blown bubble vanished for ever. 

The molten snow upon the mossy mountains. 

Are emblems that the treasures we uplay 
Soon wither, vanish, fade, and melt away. 

Boltoe. 
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So it falls out, 

That what we have we prize not to the worth 
While we enjoy it; but, being lack’d and lost, 
Why then we reck the value; then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
While it was ours. 


Sbaeespkarb. 
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to nu I Jltngbon i*. 

Ifr mind to me n kingdom is, 

Snch perfect joy therein 1 find, 

Tbst it excels sll other bliss 
That God or nstnre hath assign’d : 

Though much I need that most wonld hare, 

Tet still my mind forbids to crmreL 

I see that plenty surfeits oft. 

And hasty elimbere soonest fall; 

I see that snch as are aloft, 
llishap doth threaten most of all: 

These get with toil, and keep with fear; 

Such cares my mind can nerer bear. 

I press to bear no haughty sway ; 

I wish no more than may suffice; 

I do no more than well I may. 

Look what I want, my mind supplies: 

Lo, thus 1 triumph like a king, 

My mind's content wiU> any wing. 

I laugh not at another’s loss. 

Nor grudge not at another's gun; 

No wondly waves my mind can toss; 

I brook what is another's bane : 

I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend; 

I loathe not life, nor dread mine end. 

My wealth is health and perfect ea.se. 

And conscience clear my chief defence: 

I never seek by bribes to please, 

Nor by desert to give onenoe : 

Thus do I live, thus will I die; 

Would all do so as well as 11 Brsn. 


Jt b ibe Slhtb tbal mskri Ibe 9ol>S 

It is the mind that makes the body rich; 

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds, 
So honour peeretb in the meanest habit 
What I is ue jay more precious than the hawk 
Because his feathers are more beautiful t 
Or is the adder better than the eel 
Because his painted skin contents the eye t 

SaaxBPxau 
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Conind. 

Smcrr are tb* thonghta that UTonr of oontent: 

The quiet mind ia rieher than a crown: 

Sweet are the nighta in ooreleaa alomber spent; 

The poor estate ecoma Fortune’s angry nrown. 

Bach sweet eontent, such minds, snch ueep, such bliss, 
Beggars enjoy, when princes oft do misa. 

The homely house that harbours quiet rest, 

The cottage that affords no pride nor care. 

The mean, that ’grees with country music best, 

The sweet consort of mirth’s ana music’s £ire. 
Obscured life seta down a type of bliss ; 

A mind content both crown and kingdom is. 

Grkkmz. 


Hx ia the Happy Man, whose life e’en now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come t 
Who, doom’d to an obscure but tranquil state, 

Is pleased with it, and, were he free to choose. 

Would make his fate his choice; whom peace, the fruit 
Of virtue, and whom virtue, ftuit of faith, 

Prepare for happiness; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while be must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 

The world o’erlooka him in her bus^ search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 

And, occupied as earnestly as she. 

Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the world. 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not; 

He seeks not her’s for be has proved them vain. 

He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursniug gilded flies; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in contemplation is his bliss, 

Whose power is suob, that whom she lifts from earth 
She makee familiar with a world unseen, 

And shows him gloriee yet to be reveal’d. 


COWPXR. 
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^ ^onittin] ytarl. 

Wbzu Are the iwallowB fled t 
Frocen end deed, 

PerchADoe upon some bleAk And stonoj shore. 

0 doubting heArt I 
Fat over purple seas, 

They wAit in sunny ease. 

The balmy southern breeee. 

To bring them to their northern home once more. 

Why must the flowers die I 
Prison’d they lie 

In the cold tomb, heedless of tears or rain. 

O doubting heart! 

They only sleep below 
The soft white ermine snow 
While winter winds shall blow, 

To breathe and smile upon you soon again. 

The sun has hid its rays 
These many days; 

Will dreary bonrs never leave the earth t 
O doubting heart I 
The stormy donds on high 
Veil the same sunny sky 
That soon—for spring is nigh— 

Shall wake the summer into golden mirth 

Fair hope is dead, and light 
Is quench’d in night; 

What sound can break the silsnoe of despair ? 

O doubting heart! 

The sky is overcast, 

Yet stars shall rise at last, 

Brighter for darkoess past. 

And angels' silver VMoes stir the air. 

AbBLAUi A. Paucraa. 



FOKKB ur amxcnoif abo stBrnaBT. 


4'cam. ^xjtrlion: ux Clb^ 

A ORIXB irithont a pan^, Toid, dark, Md drear, 

A atifled, droway, ummpaision'd griu( 

Which findt no natural outlet, no relief 
In word, or sigh, or tear— 

O ladj 1 in this wan and heartleae mood, 

To other thoughts by yonder throstle woo’d, 

All this long eve, so balmy and serene, 

Hare I been gazing on the western sky, 

And its peculiar tint of yellow men: 

And still 1 gaze—and with how blank an eye I 
And those &in clouds abore, in flakes and bars. 

That give away their motion to the stars; 

Those stars, ^t glide behind them or between, 

Now sparkling, now bedimm'd, but always seen: 

Yon crescent Moon as fix’d as if it grew 
In its own cloudless, starless lake of blue; 

I see them all so excellently fair, 

I see, not feel how beautiful they are I 

My genial spirits fail; 

And what can these avail 
To lift the smothering weight from oS my breast 1 
It were a vain endeavour. 

Though I should gaze for ever 
On that green light that lingers in the west; 

I may not hope from outward forma to win 

The paaaion and the life, whose fountains are srithin. 


0 Lady ! we receive but what we ^ve. 

And in our life alone does nature hve: 

Ours is her wedding-garment, ours her shroud I 
And would we aught behold, of higher worth, 
Than that inanimate cold world allow’d 
To the poor loveless, ever-anxions crowd. 

Ah I from the soul itself must issue forth, 

A li^t, a glory, a fair luminous cloud 
Enveloping the Earth— 

And from the soul itself most there be sent 
A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth, 

Of all sweet sounds the life and element I 



poncB 07 asmcnos Aia> sxsnriiauiT. 16& 

O pure of heort! then nred'at sot ask of me 
Wut tbie atroog mnsic in the eonl waj be! 

'Whet, and wberein it doth eziet, 

Tbis light, tbie glory, tbia fair lumisona miat, 

Tbia beantiful and beanU-making power. 

Joy, Tirtaooa Lady I Joy that ne'er waa given. 
Save to the pure, and in their pureat hour. 

Life, and Lite’a effluence, cloud at once and shower, 
Joy , Lady I U the spirit and the power 
‘Which wedding Nature to ns givea in dower, 

A new Earth and new Heaven, 

Undreamt of by the aenaual and the proud— 

Joy is the sweet voice, Joy the luminous cloud— 

We in ourselves rejoice I 

And thence flows all that charms or ear or sight, 

All melodies the echoes of that voioe, 

All colours a suflusion from that light. 

COLKBIDGK. 


tbnt snh C^ingt. 

RzvoLmoHB sweep 

O'er earth, like troubled visions o’er the breast 
Of dreaming sorrow ; cities rise and sink, 
like babbles on the water; fiery isles 
^ring biasing from the ocean, and go back 
To their mysterious caverns •, mountains rear 
To heaven their bald and blacken’d cliA, and bow 
Their tall heads to the plain; new empires rise, 
Qathering the strength of hoary centuries. 

And rush down like the Alpine avalanche. 
Startling the nations,—and the very stars, 

Yon bright and buruing blazonry of Ooo, 

Glitter awhile in their eternal depths, 

And like the Pleiad, loveliest of their train, 

Shoot from their glorious spheres, and pass asray, 
To darkle in the trackless void: yet Time— 

Time, the tomb-builder, bolds his fierce career. 
Dark, stem, all-pitiless, and pauses not 
Amid the mighty wrecks that strew his path, 

To sit and muse, like other conquerors. 

Upon the fearful ruin he has wrought. 


Pruticb. 
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$sins of 1^ folUnmi bg Ipfooniig^f. 

I STOOD within the Coliienm^ 

Tilidst the chief relics of slmi^tr Mine; 

The trees which grew alon^ the broken anihes 
'Wayed dark in the blue midnight, and the stars 
Shone Ihrongh the rente of min; from a&r 
The watch-dog bay’d.beyond the Tiber ; and 
More near from out the Casara' palace came 
The owl’s long cry, and, intermptedly, 

Of distant sentinels the fitfnl song 
Begun and died upon the ^ntle wind. 

Some cypreaaea upon the time-wom breach 
Ap pear'd to skirt the horizon, yet they stoO<l 
Within a bowshot—where the Ceesars dwelt, 

And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidrt 
A grove which springs through levell’d battlements. 
And twines its roots with the imperial hearths. 

Ivy usurps the laurel’s place of growth ;— 

Bat the gladiator's bloody circus stands, 

A noble vrreck in minous perfection I 

While Caesar’s (Ambers, and the Augustan balls, 

Orovel on earth in indistinct decay.— 

And thou did’st shine^ tbon rolling moon, npon 
ATI this, and cast a wide and tender Tigh^ 

Which soften’d down the boar aosterity 
Of ragged desolation, and fill’d np. 

As 'twere anew, the gaps of centuries; 

Leaving that beautiful which etill was so, 

And making that which was not, till the place 
Became religion, and the heart ran o'er 
With silent worship of the great of old! 

The dead but sceptred sovereigns, who still rale 
Our spirits from their urns. Brnoir. 


j^notuum of l^mnsn Sttagi. 

Lm leaves on trees the life of man is found. 

Now green in youth, now withering on the ground ; 
Another race the following spring mpplies. 

They fi«U enceessive and sncceasive rise: 

So Knerations lb their coarse decay; 

So nomish these, when those hare pass’d away, 

SaxsarroKK. 
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J^ntbon i! Sanihr. 

ooKPomm 0P05 wcmnysm Buixnt 

H^BTB hM not KaythiDB to sbsir more fUr: 

Dull would he be of soul who eonWl peM by 
A iiKht 10 touching in ite tnejeety: 

Thie city now doth like n germeut weer 
The beauty of the morning ; ailenk bara, 

Shipe, towera, domee, theatM, ana templee tie, 
Open unto the fields and to the sky, 

All brisht and glittering in the smokelaae air. 
Never did aun more beautifally steep, 

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill; 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a c^m so deep I 
The river glidetb at his own sweet wm: 

Dear Qodl the very houses seem asleep; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still I 

WoRDBWOBTE. 


midn jlpttlrfiKlL 

Y« wintry flowers, whose pensive dyae 
Wake, where the summer’s lily sleeps I 

Te are like orphans, in whoee eyee 
Their low-laid tmrtber’e beauty weeps. 

Oh I not like stars that oome at eve, 

Throoflh dim elouda gathering one by one; 

And teaw the iailing heart to ^eve^ 

Because another day is goneT 

But like the hopes that linger vet 
Upon the grave of sorrow’s love; 

And dare Affection to forget 
The form below, the aom ahova. 

Or like the thoughts that bid Dtspair 
Repose in faith on Mercv’s breast | 

Givers of wings—from toil and (mre 
To fly asray, and be at rest 


Elliott. 
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^ttba mb Jptn. 

Drop, drop into th« grnTe, Old Loii^ 

Drop, drop into Um graro ; 

Thr noom’s grown, thy room’* town— 

Dro^ drop into the grmre. 

DeoomMr’t t«mpaU nre, Old Lea^ 

Abort thr forMt-gnre, Old Iioaf, 

Drop, drop into the grrre. 

The birde in spring, will aweetly ting 
That death alone is ead; 

The grass will grow, the primrose show 
Tlmt death alone is aad. 

I«meDt abore thj grare. Old Leafl 
For what has life to do with grief T 
Tis death alone that's sad. 

What then 1 We two hare both lired throngh 
The snnsbine and the rain : 

And bleea'd be He, to me and thee. 

Who sent his snn and rain t 
We’re had onr son and rain. Old Lea^ 

And Qod will send anin. Old Iiesif, 

The snnshine and Uie rain. 

Bace after race of learea and men. 

Bloom, wither, and are gone ; 

As winds and waters rite and Ihll, 

So life and death roll on ; 

And long as ocean heaves. Old Leaf, 

And bad and fade the learea. Old leaf. 

Will life and death roll on. 

How like am I to thee. Old Leaf I 
We'll drop together down; 

How like art thon to me, Old Leaf I 
Well drop together down. 

I'm gray, and thon art brown. Old Lea( 

We’U drop together down, Old Leaf, 

Well drop together down. 

Drop, drop into the grare. Old Leaf, 

Drop, drop into the grave; 

Thy acorn’s grown, thy acorn's town— 

Drop, drop into the grave. 

Deeemoer's tempests rave. Old Leaf^ 

Above thr forest-grare. Old Leaf; 

Drop, drop into the grare I 


Etxiom 
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of linu. 

Bevkath this Btan^ arch 
Nought reateth or la atUl, 

Bat all things hold their march 
Aa if by one great wUl: 

Movea one, more all: 

Hark to the footfall 1 
On, on, for ever I 
Ton abeavea were once but aeed t 
Will ripena into deed. 

Am aave-dropB awell the alreama. 

Day-thoughts feed nightly dreams ; 

And sorrow tracketh wrong. 

As echo follows song, 

On, on, for ever I 

^ night, like atais on high, 

The hours rereal their trmn j 
They whisper and go by, 

I nerer watch in rain: 

Mores one, more all: 

Hark to the footlall I 
On, on, for ever I 

They pass the cradle-head. 

And tnere a promise abed ; 

Tbev pass the moist new grave, 

And bid rank verdure wave; 

They bear through every clime. 

The harvests of all time, 

On, on, for aver I Harbir MAaruiRATr. 


Usman Jftfe. 

Bannan two worlds. Life hovers like a star 
Twixt night and mom, upon the horizon’s verge ; 
How little 00 we know that which we are I 
How leas what we may be I The etem^ surge 
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar 
Our bubbles ; as the old burst, new emerge, 

Laah’d from the foam of ages, while the grave 
Of empirea heaves but like some passing wave. 

Bteon. 
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^ KbriU. 

Slowlt, slowly op the woll 
Steals the sanabine, steals the shade, 
EveDin^ damps begin toj^l, 

Eyemng shadows are display'd. ‘ 
Bound me, o'er me, everywhere 
All the sky is grand with clouds, 
And athwart the evening air 
Wheel the swallows home in crowds. 
Shafts of sunshine from the west 
Paint the dusky windows red ; 



Darker, darker, and more wan 
In my breast the shadows fiUl; 

Upward steals the life of man. 

As the sunshine from the walk 
From the wall into the sky. 

From the roof along the spire; 

Ah! the souls of those that die 
Are but snnbesms lifted higher. 

IiOirarKLLiOW. 


SptnlnBl ^obtr. 

As the ample hfoon. 

In the deep stilloesa of a summer even, 

Bising behind a thick and lofty grove. 

Bums, like an uneonsuming fire of light. 

In the green trees; and, kmdling on all sides 
Their leafy umbrage, turns the dusky veil 
Into a auMtance glorioas as her own,— 

Yea, with her own incoiporate, by power 
Capacious and serene; lixe power abides 
In man's celestial spirit; virtue thus 
Seta forth and magnifiea heraelf; thus feeda 
A calm, a beanttM, and silent fire. 

From the encumbrances of mortal life, 

From error, disappointment,—naj, from guilt) 
And sometimes, so relenting Instice wills, 

From palpaUe oppressions of despair. 

WOKDSWORTB. 
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^ J&tfltdioB id Mau 

Sn how, beoMth the BooabMLin'e imila, 

Ton bttle billow heaTM its breart; 

And foanu end aperklea for e whUa, 

And marmaring then eubeidee to reet I 
Thai men, the sport of bliaa end cere, 

Rites on Time's eventfnl see; 

And, having awell'd a moment there, 

Thna melta into eternity, 

Moobk 


^rtanu of ^rah. 

Orr in still night-dreams a departed faoe 
Bends o’er me with sweet eernestnees of eye, 

Wearing no more of earthly peine a trace, 

But all the tender pit^ that may be 
On the dear brow of immortality, 

Oalm, yet profound. Soft rays illume that mien; 

Th’ unsbadow’d moonlight of some far off sky 
Around it floats, transparently serene 
As a pure Tsil of waters. O noh Sleep 1 
The spells are mighty in thy regions deep, 

Whioh glorify wiui reoondUns breath, 

Effacing, brightening, giving forth to shine 
Beautyn high truth ; and how much more divine 
Thy power when linW, in this, with tl^ stem brother 
Death I Mus. HncAjrs. 


Thb mrsteriee of the Angel-World 
Are half unfolded when we sieep; 

In dreams the sails of thonght, unml'd, 
Waft ns like barques where Angels keep 
Cloee-veil'd within the nnknown seas 
Their watch. To saint upon bis knees. 
Great God I how near thou oomest down ; 
What radiant light, what mirlt-erown, 
What bosom heart’s-eass Thou dost give 
To those who in Tby covenant Uvel 
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t of Stvi, 

Tsx sight ia come, bat not too soon ; 

And aiskisg ailently. 

All ailentlj,, toe little moon 
Dropa down behind the aky. 

There ia no light in earth or henren. 

But the cold light of etere; 

And the finit watch of night ia giren 
To the red planet Mara. 

Is it the tender atnr of lore— 

The star of lore and dreams f 
O no 1 from that blue tent above, 

A hero’s isrmonr gleams. 

And eamea t thoughts within me rise, 

When I liehold afar, 

Saapended in the evening skies, 

Tne shiel d of that red star. 

O atar of st rength I I see thee stand 
And smile upon my pain; 

Thoo beekonest with thy maildd hand, 

And 1 am strong again. 

Within my breast there is no light, 

But the cold light of stars j 
I give the first watch of the night 
To the red planet Mars. 

The star of tlie unconquer’d will, 

He rises in my breast. 

Serene, and resolute, and still. 

And calm, and self-poaseaa'^ 

And thou, too, whosoe’er thou art, 

That raa<lest this brief psalm. 

As one by one thv hopes depart, 

Be resolute ana calm. 

O fear not in a world like this, 

And thou: shalt know, ere long— 

Know how isublime a thing it is 
To sufiTer and be strong. liovonixow. 
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t. 

Swxrr day. ao cool, bo calm, bo bright, 

Tba brioal of the earth and sky. 

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night; 

For thou most die. 

Sweet roae, whose hne angrv and brave 
Bids the rash gazer wipe nis eye, 

Thy root U ever m its grave, 

And thon most die. 

Sweet spring, fall of sweet days and rosea, 

A box where sweets compacted lie, 

Thy mnsie shows ye have yoar closes, 

And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtnous soot, 

Like season'd timber, never gives; 

though the whole world tom to ooal, 

Tnen chiefly lives. Hxubkbt. 


II. 

Tan heart, oualter'd in its mood, * 

That joys alone in doing good. 

And foUows in the heavenly road. 

And steps where once an angel tr^— 

The joys within such heart that bnm, 

No loss can quench, nor time o’ertom I 
The stars may from their orbits bead. 

The mountains rock, the heavens rend. 

The sun's last ember eool and quiver. 

But Virtue still shall glow for ever I Hooo. 


^ |nit Pan's ^niprati. 

No wrath of men, or rage of seas, 
Oan shake a just man's purposes; 
No threats of tyrants, or the grim 
Visage of them can alter him ; 
But what he doth at first intend. 
That he holds firmly to the end. 


Herbiok. 
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grailg to t^e Cning. 

Sfkax gontlj to the erring— 

Te know not &U the power 
With which the dark temptation came 
In some unguarded hour: 

Ye may not know how earnestly 
They struggleiL or how well, 

Until the hour of weakness came. 

And sadly thus they fell! 

Speak gently of the erring— 

Oh I do not thou forget, 

Howerer darkly stain'd by sin, 

He la thy brother yet. 

Heir of the self-same heritage. 

Child of the self-same God, 

He hath but stumbled in the path 
Thou hast in weakness trod. 

Speak kindly to the erring— 

For is it not enough 
That innocence and peace gone. 
Without thy censure rough! 

It surely is a weary lot 
That sin-cruah’d heart to bear; 

And they who share a happier fate 
Their chidings well may spare. 

Speak kindly to the erring— 

Thou yet may’at lead him back, 
With holy words, and tones of love, 
From Misery’s thorny track: 

Forget not thou hast often sinn'd. 

And sinful yet must be; 

Deal kindly with the erring one, 

As God has dealt with thee. 


^ 4Soob Constirnu ^til 

What stronger breastplate than a heart untainted I 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel just; 

And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel. 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

SsAKKSrKABS. 
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fablauu of a Jfobig Sfiah. 

OI I WOOLS walk 

A WBABT jontlMTi to tll« fartllMt Ttlg* 

Of tiia bir world, to kiaa that good mau'a baod, 
Who, is UM blaao of wiadoin of art, 

IV — ar r t i a lowly miod; and to hia Qo^ 

F—ling tha —nae of hia owo litUaoa—, 
la — a child is m—k aiatplioitr I 
What ia the ponp of learnisg ? tha sarada 
Of lettara and of tongu— I even aa tha mista 
Of tha gray niora bafore tha riaing aon. 

That pa— away and pariah. Eartnly toinga 
Are but the tranaiant pageanta of an hoar; 

And earthly ptida ia like the peaaing flower 
That apringii to &11, and Mnaanmi bat to die. 

Whit*. 


Joigiknuu of Injntita. 

Lxarm from yon orient ahell to love thy foe, 

And atore with pearla the hand that bringa thee woe: 

Free, like yon rock, from bm vindictive wde, 
Emblaee with gems the wriat that renda uy aide: 

Mvk, whera yon tree rewarda the atony ahower 
With fruit nectareoaa, or the balmy flower; 

All nature calla aload, ahmll man do le— 

Than heal the amiter, and tha railar ble— t 

Trand-frim Ha/u. 8ia W. Joraa. 


BU |)alu all of na ont Pnman Heart. 

Mah ia dear to man ; the pooreat poor 
Long for aome momenta in a weary life 
When they can know and feel that they have been, 
Themaelvee, the fatbera and the dealers-out 
Of aome amall blesainn; have been kind to anch 
Aa needed kiuduesa, for thia single cauae, 

That wo have all of na one human heart. 

WORSSWORTH. 
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Ipobtt of tftnilnusf. 

Spcak 70 a so gently t Pardon me, I pny yon. 

I thought that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore pot 1 on the oonntenanoe 
Of stem commandment Bnt whate’er yon are, 
That in this desert inacoessible, 

Under the shade of melancholy bonghs. 

Lose and neglect the creeping hoars of time; 

If ever vou have look’d on better dars; 

If ever been where bells have knoll'a to chnrcb ; 

If ever sat at any good man’s feast; 

If ever from your eyelids wiped a tw. 

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 

Let gentleneea my strong enforoement be: 

In the which hope I bliuh, and hide my sword. 

Shaxxbfkark. 


C^nlg. 

Thb blessings which the weak and poor can scatter 
Have their own season. ’Tie a little thing 
To give a cop of water ; yet its draught 
Of cool refreshment, drain’d by feverd lips, 

May give a shock of pleasure to the frame 
More exquisite than when nectarean jnice 
Renews »e life of joy in happiest hours. 

It is a little thing to speak a phrase 
Of common comfort, which by doily use 
Has almost lost its sense ; yet on &e ear 
Of him who thought to die unmoum’d, ’twill fall 
Like choicest music; fill the glazing eye 
With gentle teaia ; relax the knotted band 
To know the bonds of fellowship again ; 

And shed on the departing soul a seuse 
More precious than the benison of friends 
About the honour’d death-bed of the rich. 

To him who else were lonely,—that another 
Of the great family is near, and feels. 


Taltoubo, 



FOBiu or uruBcnos jlho axmicjuir. 


177 


ConqjBuion. 

Tar awMtMt voice 

That warbiM in the grove, U not eo avrcet 

As thina, CompaMion-nor the boldaet deed 

Of hero’e arm so worth/ of the l/re 
As act of Merc/ ; nor, in all the round 
Of being, ia there aught in God's pure e/e, 

So bleaad, so sanctiiied as thoae kind thoughts 
That stir the bosom of Benevolence. 

What are the joys of Heaven but thoae of Love 1 
What God's own blisat—The bliss of doing good 
Unlimited and perfect I Drcmiiomo. 


^{ttthuBnu. 

Tmx hath, m/ lord, a wallet at his back, 

Wharein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-sUeil monster of ingratitude's: 

Those scraps are good deeds past, which are devour'd 
As fast as the/ are made, forgot os soon 
As done. Perseverance, dear my lord, 

Keeps honour bright; to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of (ashion, like a rusty mail. 

In monumental mockery. Take the instant way. 

For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 

Where one but goes abreasL Keep then the path ; 

Por emulation bath a thousand eons, 

That one by one pursue: if you give way. 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 

Like to an enter’d tide, the/ all rush by. 

And leave you hindmost 

Or, like a gallant home, fallen in first rank. 

Lie there tor pavement to the abject rear, 

0 'er>run and trampled on: then what the/ do in present. 
Though leas than yours in past, must o’ertop yours; 
For time ia like a fashionable host, 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand. 

And with bis arms outstretch'd, as be would fly. 

Grasps in the comer: welcome ever smiles, 

And liirewell goes out sighing. Obi let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit. 
High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating time. Sbakxspeabe. 
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JUcT lag (lail. 

Kjnr xroi-king—'tis iriger 
Than Bitting aside. 

And dreaming and sighing 
And wiiiting the tide. 

In life’s aamest battle 
TheT only prsTail 
Who ooiby march onward, 

And never say fail I 

In life’s rosy morning, 

In manhood’s 6rm pride, 

Let this l>e the motto 
Your footsteps to guide: 

In storm and in sunshine, 

Whate^rer assail. 

Well onurard and conquer. 

And never say fail 1 

AboB. 


^lonasitnaiion. 

To-mobwow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow 
Creeps in this pAty spMe from day to day. 

To the last syllable of recorded time, 

And all our yesterdays hsve lighted fools 
The way to msUy death. 

SHABaerKABK 


Bb wise today ;; Hie madness to defer: 

Neat day the fa<:a1 precedent will plead : 

Thus on till wisdom is push’d out of life. 
Procrastination is the thief of time; 

Year after year it steals, till all are fled. 

Yooto. 


Ob, seize the inntant time; you never will 
With waters once pass’d by impel the m^! 

Txxbch. 
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Swzrr i* the pleaaore 
ftee)f cannot epoll I 
la not troe leianre 
One Mth true toil t 

ThoB that weBld’at taSta Jt» 

Still do thy bait ( 

Use it, not waate it, 

Else ’tia no raat. 

Wonld’et behold beanty 
Near thee ? all round t 
Only hath dnty 
Such a sight fonnd. 

Best is not quitting 
The bnsy career; 

Keart is Ae fitting 
Of self to its sphere. 

Tia the brook's motion 
Clear without strife. 

Fleeing to ocean 
After its life. 

Deeper devotion 
Nowhere bath knelt; 

Fuller emotion 
Heart never felt 

TRa loving and serving 
The Highest and Bait: 

T^s onwards! onswervio& 

And that is tme rest. PnaWT. 


Cdnsal 9agt. 

EmsAi. Hope! when yonder spheres mhlim^ 

Peal'd their first notes to sound the march of'Time, 

Thy joyous youth began—bnt not to fade.— 

When all the sister planets have d.eeay'd ; 

When wrapt in fire the realms of other glaav. 

And Heaven's last thunder shakes the world below; 
Thou, undiimay'd, ihait o'er the rains miio. 

And light thy torch at Nature's funeral pile, CajcfsklIm 
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Hopts. 

Horn are uiapiratioae ; fint thej grow 
In erypt-like hearta, wliere aacret a^endonre ^low 
Of Love and Wiadom. Hopea are Tnitha dirme. 
That stand abora the aentned lighta of time. 

With fkcea fill’d with dawn-light and with forma 
loTincibla; and there abora all itorma 
They chant their rerelation, leading on 
Humanity to deetiuies unknown. 

Hahub. 


Tea scene was more beuutiful far, to my eye, 

Than if day in ita pride had array’d it; 

The land-breeze blew mild, and the azui-e-arch’d sky 
Look’d purs aa the Spirit that made it. 

The murmur arose as I silently gazed 
On the shadowy wares’ playful motion; 

From the dim distant isle till the beacon-fire blazed. 
Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 

No longer the joy of the sailor-boy's breast 
Was heard in nis wildly breathed numbers; 

The sea-bird had flown to her ware-girded nest, 

The fisherman sunk to his slumbers. 

I sigh’d as I look’d from the hill's gentle slope; 
hush’d was the billows! commotion; 

And I thought that the beacon look’d lovely aa hope, 
That star of life's tremulous ocean. 

The time is long paatj and the scene is afar, 

Yet, when my tieaa rests on ita pillow, 

Will Memory sometimes rekindle the star 
That blazed on the breast of the billow. 

In life’s closing hour, when the trembling soul flies, 
And death stills the soul's Isst emotion, 

O then may the seraph of mercy arise 
Like a star on eternity’s ocean! 


Mina Fabooe. 
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aullicf. 

Would tb«t I were • riw, 

To wander all alone 
Through eoma sweet Eden of the wild. 

In nasie of mj own; 

And bathed in bliaa, and fed with dew, 

Distill'd o'er mountaina hoaty, 

Ketum nnto ray home in heaven, 

On wings of joj and glotyl 

Or that I were a akylark. 

To soar and sing above, 

Filling all hearts with joyful lonnda, 

And my own aonl with love I 
Then o'er the mourner and the dead, 

And o'er the good man dying; 

My song should come like buds and flowers, 
When music warbles flying. 

O, that a wing of splendour, 

Like yon wild cloud, were mine I 
Yon bounteous cloud, that gets to give, 

And borrows to resign I 
On that bright wing, to climes of spring, 

Fd bear wintry bosoms. 

And bid Hope smile on weeping thoughts. 

Like April on her bloesoma. 

Eluott. 


Scrubs. 

Flowurb by heedless footsteps prest, 

All their sweets surrender; 

Gold must brook the fiery te^ 

Ere it show its splendour. 

Stars come forth when Night her shroud 
Draws, as daylight fainteth; 

Only on the tearful cloud, 

Gkxl his rainbow paJntetb. 


Avoir. 
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Cinuf go bg Cbitm. 

Tbb lopped tree in time mej grow e^n, 

Meet oekad pUnU renew both fruit end flower; 
The aorrieet wieht may And relaaae of pain. 

The drieet eou euck in eocoa moiatenine ^ower: 
Time goea by tuna, and chenoea change % oouree, 
Fromtoul to iieir, from better hap to worao. 

The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow; 

She draws her fltroura to the lowest ebb; 

Her tidea have equal timaa to coma and go; 

Her loom doth weare the fine and ooaraast web; 
No ioy so neat bat runneth to an end. 

No nap so bard bat may in fine amendL 

Not always fall of leaf, nor ever spring, 

Not endless night, yat not eternal day: 

The saddest birds a senaon Bud to aing. 

The roughest storm a calm mar soon allay. 

Thus, with succeeding tarns, Qod temperetb all, 
That man may hc^ to rise, yet fear to hll. 

A chance may win that by mischanoe was lost; 

That net tut holds no g^t, takes little fish ; 

In some things all, in all uings none are cross’d ; 

Few all they ne^, but none hare all they wish. 
Uumingled joya here to no man befall; 

Who least, hath some; who moat, hath never alL 

SOUTBWXLI. 


Cmgnuu. 

Tbooob I look old, yet I am strong and lusty; 
For in my Touth I never did applv 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood; 

Nor did 1 with onbawol forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ^ 
Therefore my age as as a losty wiatOT, 

Frosty, but kini ' 


SaAjuaraaaK. 
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JpmlifiBg nt 

J)vi4. Come, ibiiU we go aod kill oa reuiaoA t 
And yet it irka me, the poor dappled foole— 

Being native barghen of tliis deaeK city— 

Bhould, in their own con&nee, with forked heada 
Have their round haunchea gored. 

Lord. Indeed, my lord. 

The melancholy Jaquea grievee at that; 

And, in that kind, awsara you do more uaurp 
Than doth your brother, that hath banith’d you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiena aod myaelf 
Did ateal oebind him aa be lay along 
Under an oak, whoae antique root pcepa out 
Upon the brook that brawla along tbia wood: 

To the which place a poor aequeater’d atag, 

TlMt from the bontera aim had ta’en a hurt. 

Did come to langiiinh ; and indeed, my lord. 

The wretched ammal heaved forth auch groana, 

That their diacbarge did atretch hia leathern coat 
Almoat to bunting; and the big round teara 
Couraed one another down hia innocent noae 
In piteoua chaae: and tbua the hairy fool. 

Much marked of the melancholy Jaque% 

Stood on the extremeat verge m the awifr brook. 
Augmenting it with tean. 

3ui«. But what aaid Jaquea I 

Did he not moraliae thia apeetacle I 

Lord. Oh yea I into a thouaand aimilea. 

Firat, for hia weeping in the needieaa atream : 

" Poor deer,” quoth he, ” thou makeat a teatament, 

Aa worldlinga do, mving tby aum of more 
To that which had too muon.” Than, being alone, 
Left and abandon’d of hia velvet frienda; 

” Tia right,” quoth he; ” thua miaary doth part 
The flux of company.” Anon, a oaraleaa herd. 

Full of the paature, jumpa along by him. 

And never Btaya to great him. ” Ay,” quoth Jaquea, 
“ Sweep on, you fat and grea^ oitinena; 

Tia juat the foabion. Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there I” 

Thua moat mvectively he pieroeth twough 
The body of the country, city, court. 

Yea, ami of thia our life; aweaiing that we 
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Are mere ttsurpere, tyraote, and, wbat'e iroree, 

To fright the anim^e, and to kill them np 
In their aaeign’d and native dwelling-place. 

Duke. And did yon leave him in this contemplation T 
Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the Bobbing deer. 

SHAKBSPKA.RX. 


Conhid 

hlonN on the waters I and, purple and bright, 

Bursts on the billows the mishing of light; 

O’er the glad waves, like a child of the sun, 

See the tall vessel goes gallantly on; 

Fnll to the breeze Me nnboeoms her sail, 

And her pennon streams onward, like hope, In the gale; 
The winds come aronnd her, in murmnr and song. 
And the surges rejoice as they bear her along. 

See I she looks np to the golden-edged clouds. 

And the sailor sings gaily aloft in the shronds: 
Onward she glides, amid ripple and spray, 

Over the waters—away, and away I 
Bright as the visions of youth, ere they part, 

Passing away, like a dream of the heart! 

Who—as the beautiful pageant sweeps by. 

Music around her, and sunshine on high— 

Pauses to think, amid glitter and glow. 

Oh I there be hearts that are breaking below I 

Kight on the waves I—and the moon is on high, 
Hung, like a gem, on the brow of the sky. 

Treading its depths in the power of her might. 

And turning the clouds, as they pass her, to light I 
Look to the waters I—asleep on their breast, 

Seems not the ship like an island of rest t 
Bright and alone on the shadowy main. 

Like a heart-cherisb’d home on some desolate plain I 
Who—as she smiles in the silvery light. 

Spreading her wings on the bosom of night. 

Alone on the deep, as the moon in the sky, 

A phantom of beauty—could deem with a sigh, 

’That so lovely a thing is the mansion of sin, 

And that souls that are smitten lie bursting within t 
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Who—ea he watches her silentlj gliding— 
Remembers that wave after wave is dividing 
Bosoms that sorrow and guilt eould not sever. 

Hearts which are parted and broken for ever i 
Or deems that he watches, afloat on the wave, 

The death-bed of hope, or the yonng spirit's grave t 

Tis thus with oar life, while It passes along, 

Like a vessel at sea, amidst sunshine and song I 
Gaily we glide, in the gaze of the world, 

With streamers afloat, and with canvas unfurl'd ; 

All gladness and glory to wandering eyes, 

Tet, charter’d by sorrow, and freighted with sighs, 
Fading and false is the aspect it wears. 

As the smiles we put on, just to cover our tears; 

And the withering thoughts which the world cannot 
know. 

Like heart-broken exiles, lie burning below; 

Whilst the vessel dnves on to that desolate shore 
Where the dreams of our childhood are vanish’d and 
o’er. 

Hxavsr. 


Clegs brilten hi a Connfrg C^c^iptrh. 

Tbk curfew tolls the knell of parting day; 

The lowing herd wind slowly o'er the lea; 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world—to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds; 

Save where the beetle wheels his drouy flight, 

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant fol^; 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 

The mopiug owl does to the moon complain 

Of such as, wandering near her secret bower, 

Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beoeatb these rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap. 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 

The rude fore&thers of the hamlet sleep. 
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The breezy call of ineenae-breaUuDj^ mom. 

The ewiilow twittering from her etraw-boilt abed, 

The ooek's ihriU cUrion, or the echoing bom, 

Ko more ehall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blaziug hearth ehall bom, 

Or buiy houeewife ply her evening care; 

No children run to lisp their sire's return. 

Or climb his knees the envied kiu to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield ; 

Their farrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;— 

How jocund did they drive their team a-field I 
How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroko I 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys amd destiny obscure; 

Nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile. 

The short and simple of the poor 1 

The boast of Heraldry, the pomp of Power, 

And all that Beauty, all that Wealth e’er gave. 

Await alike the inevitable hour: 

The paths of Glory lead—but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault, 

If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise, 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied um, or animated bust, 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath 1 

Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of death T 

Perhaps, in this neglected spot, is laid 
Borne heart once pregnant with oelestial fire ; 

Hands that the rod of Empire might have sway’d. 

Or waked to ecstasy the living Tyre: 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 

Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unroll; 

Chill Feunry repress'd their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the soul t 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 

The dark unlathom'd eaves of Ocean bear; 

Full many a flower is born tu blush unseen. 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air 1 
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Some Tillage Hampden, that, with danntleae breut. 
The little t^nuit of bU fields withstood; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest— 

Some Cromwell, guiltiest of hie eountry'e blood. 

The applause of listening senates to command, 

The threats of pain and ruin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land. 

And read thoir history in a nation’s eyes. 

Their lot forbade; nor circumscribed alone 
Their glowing virtues, but their crimes confined— 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind; 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide; 

To quench Uie blushes of ingenuous shame; 

Or heap the riirine oi luxury and pride, 

With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame. 

J'ar from the madding crowd’e ignoble strife. 

Their sober wishes never learu’d to stray: 

Along the cool sequester'd vale of life 
They kept the noiselese tenor of their way! 

Tet e’en these bones from iusnlt to protect, 

Some frail memorial, etill erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d. 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their years, epell'd by the uslettec'd muse, 
The place of fame and elegy eupply; 

And many a holy text arouim she strews, 

To teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who, to dumb Forgetfulness a prey, 

This pleasing, anxious being e'er resign'd— 

Left the warm precincte of the cheerful day, 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind t 

On some fond breast the parting aonl relies, , 

Some pious drops the closing eye requires: 

ITen from the tomb the voice of Nature cries. 

E’en in our ashes live their wonted fires ! 

For thee, who, mindful of the nnhouour’d dead, 

Dost in these lines their artless tale relate, 

If, 'chauce, by lonely Contemplation led. 

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate; 
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Haply, eotoe hoary-beaded awain may say— 

“ Oft hare we seen him, at the peep of dawn, 
Bmahing, with hasty steps, the dews sway, 

To meet the sun upon the npland lawn. 

“Tliere, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high. 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, 

And pore npon the brook that babbles by, 

“ Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn. 
Muttering bis wayward fancies, he wonld rove; 

Now drooping, woful, wan, like one forlorn. 

Or crazed with care, or cross'd in hopeless love 1 

One morn I miss'd him on the accnstom'd hill. 

Along the heath, and near his favonrite tree ; 
Another came ; nor yet beside the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 

“ The next with dirges due, in sad army. 

Slow through the church-way path wo saw him borne > 
Abroach and read (for thou canat readj the lay. 
Grayed on tbe stone beneath yon agea thom.^ 


THK EPITAPH. 

Hbtix rests his head npon the lap of earth, 

A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 

Fair lienee frown'd not on his humble birth. 

And Melancholy mark’d him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere; 

Heaven did a recompenoe as largely send ;— 

Herave to Misery all he had—a tear ; 

He gain’d from Heaven, ’twas all he wish’d—a friend. 

No fbrther seek his merits to disclose. 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repose, 

Tbe bosom of his Father and his Qoo.) 


Qrat. 
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Cinu Soils ^is ftiutltu Conm. 

Tin rolls his casseless oonrts. The race of yore, 

Who dsnced our infsncy upon their kuee, 

Aiid told our marvelling Doynood legends store. 

Of their strnnge ventures happ'd by land or a. a, 

How are they blotted from the things t^t be I 
How few, all weak and wither'd of their foroe, 

Wait on the verge of dark eternity, 

Like stranded wrecks, the tide retuming hoarse. 

To sweep them from our sight I Time rolls his oeaseleas 
coarse. Scott. 


of l^t 

Tbjdi let us be content in spirit, though 
We cannot walk, as we are fain to do, 

Within the solemn shadow of our griefs 
For ever—but must needs come down again 
From the bright skirts of those protecting clouds, 
To tread the common paths of earth anew. 

Then let us be content to leave behind us 
So much ; which yet we leave not quite behind | 
For the bright memories of the holy dead. 

The bleaMd ones departed, shine on us 
Like the pare aplendouta of some clear large star. 
Which pilgrimi, travelling onward, at their backs 
Leave, and at every moment see not now ; 

Yet, whensoe’er they list, may pause and tom, 
And with its glories nld their uees still: 

Or as beneath a northern sky is seen 
The sunken sunset living in the west, 

A tender rsiliance there snrvix iug long, 

Which has not faded all away, beibre 
Thu darning banners of the morn advance > 

Over the summits of the orient hiUa. 


Trkmch. 
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#oobiuM n €&iL 

L 

Tbxbs ia aome aonl of goodneaB In tUnga eril, 
Wonld men obaerringly diatil it oat. 

SaAXXSFZAXK 


u. 


Tjb Kaitnre’a lav 

That none, the meanest of created things, 

Of forms created the moat Tile and bmte, 

The dullest or moat nozions, should exist 
Divorced from good—a spirit and pulse of good, 

A life and soul, to vtm mode of being 
Inaeparablj link'd. Then be assured 
That least of all can aught—that ever own'd 
The heaven-regarding eye and front sublime 
'^Ich man is born to—^nk, howe'er depreas'd, 

So low as to be scorn'd without a sin; 

Without offence to God cast ont of view; 

Like the dry remnant of a garden-flower. 

Whose seeds are shed, or as an implement 
Worn out and worthless. 

WOBDSWORTH. 


C b^al B tlarji 1^ ISozIb ]r>l on. 

O WHAT a glory doth this world put on 
For him who, with a fervent heart, goes forth 
Under the bright and glorions sky, and looks 
On duties well perform'd and days well spent 1 
For him tbs wind, ay, and the yellow leaves 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings. 
He shall so hear tne solemn h^n that Death 
Has lifted up for all, that be Mull go 
To his long resting-plaoe withont a tear. 

LovonLinw. 
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Tw vain our Uboort Are whAUoe’er the/ be, 

UdIcm God give# the Benedioita. 

Mere; the wise AtheniAna held to he 
Not an aflection, hot a Ceitie. 

WhateTcr cornea, let's he content vlthall; 

Among God's bleaeinga, there is no one small. 

Three fatal sistera wait upon each sin ; 

First, Fear and Shame witbont, then Qoilt vithin. 

That man must govern with a nntle hand, 

Who will have love comply witn lus command. 

This is my comfort; when Fortune's most nakind, 
She can bat spoil me of my means, not oiind. 

Conqncr we shall, bat we most first eontend ; 

Tia net the fight that crowns ns, but the end. 

Man mast do well oat of a good intent, 

Not for the servile fear of panishmeot. 

In prayer the lips ne’er act the winning part, 
Without the sweet ooncarrenoe of the heart. 

Hmrick. 


Suffering a u C^ing. 

0 Lira, 0 Death, O World, O Time; 

O Grave, where all things flow, 

Tumours to make our lot subUme, 

With your great weight of woo 1 

Though sharpest anguish hearts may wring. 
Though boMma torn may be, 

Tet au&ring is a holy thing; 

Withoot it what were we 1 


Tnuren. 
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SSsii^ of Jours. 

Bbukvk not that yoar inoer eye 
CsD ever in just measure try 
The worth of Honrs as they go by; 

For e^ery man’s weak self, alas! 

Makes him to see them, while they pass. 

As througlti a dim or tainted glass: 

But if in earnest cai-e you would 
Mete out to each its part of good, 

Trust rather to your after-mood. 

Those surely are not fairly spent. 

That leaye your spirit bow’d and bent 
In sad unnsst and ill-content: 

And more,—though free from seeming harm, 
Fon rest from toil of mind or arm, 

Or slow reltire frx>m pleasure’s charm,— 

If then a painful sense comes on 
Of something wholly lost and gone, 

Vainly enjoy d or vainly done,— 

Of something from your being’s chain 
Broke off, mor to be link’d again 
By all mere memory can retain,— 

Upon your heart this truth may rise,— 
Nothing that altogether dies 
Bu111c«b uiau'a just destinies 1 

So should ^»e live, that every Hour 
May die as dies the natural flower,— 

A self-reviving thing of power; 

That every thought and every deed 
May hold vrithin itself the seed 
Of future good and future need; 

Fsteeming sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develop, not destroy. 

Far better than a barren joy. 


Mii-mb. 




PART IV. 


POEMS 


or THE 


SOCIAL AND DOMESTIC 


ArFECTIONS. 


Is sQfbt 10 fUr 

In sU Um dewy l«adse^>ea of the eprtog, 

In the bright eye of Hespcr, or the mom, 

In Nsture'e teiiesc Aarmi, Is sogbc so £slr 
A s Tinooai Ikleodihip f ei the cendld Mash 
Of him wbo ttrives with fortune to be Jest f 
The greoeftil tear that streams for others* woee. 

Or mUd tnejaety ofprtTate Ilfs, 

Where Peace, with erer^bloomiog ollTa, crowns 
The gate; where Honoor’e liberal bends effuse 
UheDTled treasnres, and the snowy wlif^ 

0/Innocence and Lots protect the eoeoe f 

AnnKDC 


WtTB Joy onfoign'd, brothers end eliiers meet, 

And eech for other's welfore kindly tpeert 3 
The eoelal hours, ewUUwlng'd, nnnoUoed fleet; 

£aeb telle the onooe that he eeee or hem; 

The parents pertiaU eye tbetr bopefhi years; 
Antldpatloo forward potnls the rlew. 

Bona. 


O 





POEMS 


rn 

SOCIAL AND DOMESTIC AFFECTIONS. 


StsQ-^tutn. 

Ton mnit wake and sail me earl^, call a« eaiir, mother deari 
To-morrow ’ill be the bappieet time of all the gud New-yeai | 
Of all the glad New-jear, mother, the maddeet, merrieet daj} 
For Pm to be Qaeea o’ the May, mother. Pm to be (^een o' 
the May. 

Tbere’a many a black black eye, they My, bat nose lo bright 
aa mine; 

There’a Margaret and Mary, there'a Kate and Caroline; 

Bat none ao fair aa little Alice in all the land they aay; 

So Pm to be Qaeen o’ the May, mother. Pm to be Queen o’ the 
May. 

I aleep ao loand all night, mother, that I ahall never wake, 

If yon do not call me loud when the day begina to break) 

But I must gather knota of floweri, and buda and garland* gay. 
For Pm to Sa Queen o' the May, mother. Pm to be Queen o' 
the May. 

Aa I came up the valley whom think ye ahonld I aee. 

But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the baael-tree; 

He thought of tlut aharp look, mother, I gave him yeaterday- - 
But Pm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m lo m Qoeeo o’ 
the May. 

He thought I waa a ghoat, mother, (br I waa all in white. 

And I ran by him, without apeaking, like a flaah of light; 
They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not what they My, 

For Pm to be Queen o’ the May, mother. Pm to be Queen o' 

theM^. 
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They (Aj he'i dying all for love, bat that can never be: 

They lay hia heart ii breaking, mother—what ii that to meT 
There’s many a bolder lad 'ill woo me any sammer day; 

And Tm to be Queen o' the May, mother, Tm to be Queen o‘ 
the May. 

Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the men. 

And rou’ll be there, too, mother, to see me made the Queen; 
For tne shepherd lads on eTeir side 'ill come from far away; 
And Pm to M Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be Queen o' 
the May. 

The honeysnekle round the porch has woven its wavy bowers. 
And br the meadow- trenches blow the faint sweet cackoo-dowers; 
And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in swamps and 
hollowa gray; 

And I’m to Iw Queen o’ the May, mother. Pm to be Queen o’ 
the May. 

The night winds come and go, mother, noon the meadow grass. 
And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as they pass; 
There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong day; 
And Pm to be Qneen o’ the May, mother. Pm to be Queen o’ 
the May. 

Ail the volley, mother, 'ill be fresh and green and still, 

And the cowslip and the ctosrfoot are over all the hill. 

And the rivulet in the doweiy dale 111 merrily glance and play. 
For Pm to be Queen o’ the Hay, mother. Pm to be Queen o* 
the May. 

So you most wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear. 
To-morrow 'ill be the happiest time of all the glad New-year: 
To-morrow 111 be of all tne year the maddest merriest day. 

For Pm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, Pm to be Qneen o’ 
the May. 


Ir you're waking, call me early, call me early, mother dear. 
For I would see ^e sun rise upon the glad New-year. 

It is the last New-year that I shall ever see. 

Then you may lay me low P the mould, and think no more of me. 

To-night I saw the sun set; he set and left behind 
The good old year, the dear old time, and ail my peace of mind; 
And the New-year’s coming np, mother, but I shall never tee 
The bloeaom on the biae^om, the leaf upon the tree. 
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liUt Maj we made a crown of flowers ; we had a merry day; 
Beoeatb the hawthorn on the green they made me Queen of 
May, 

And we danced abont the May-pole, and in the hazel copse. 
Till Charles’s Wain came ont above^e tall white chimney-tops. 

There’s not a flower on all the hills: the frost is on the pane: 

I onir wish to live till the snow-drops come again ; 

I wish the snow would melt and the snn come out on high: 

I long to see a flower so before the day I die. 

The building rook ’ill caw from the windy tall elm-tree. 

And the tnfted plover pipe along the fallow lea, 

And the swallow ’ill come back again with summer o'er the wave, 
Bat I shall lie alone, mother, within the mouldering grave. 

Upon the chancel-casement, and apon that ^ave of mine. 

In the early early morning the summer snn ’ill shine, 

Before the red cock crows from the farm upon the bill. 

When yon are warm asleep, mother, and all the world is still. 

When the flowers come again, mother, beneath the waning light 
Ton’ll never see mo more in the long gray fields at night; 
When from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow cool 
On the oat-grass and the sword.grass, and the bulrush in the pooh 

Toull bnry me, my mother, just beneath the hawthorn shad^ 
And Ton’ll come sometimes and see me where I am lowly laid. 
I shall not forget you, mother, 1 shall hear you when yon pass. 
With your feet above my bead in the long and pleasant grass. 

I have been wild and wayward, but you'll forgive me now; 
Tou'U kiss me, my own mother, and forgive me ere I go ; 

Nay, nay, vou must not weep, nor let your grief be wild, 

Ton should not fret for me, mother, yon have another child. 

If I can ni come again, mother, from ont my resting-place; 
Though you’ll not see me, mother, I shall look upon your facet 
Though 1 cannot speak a word, I shall hearken what yon say, 
And be often often with you, when you think I’m far away. 

Goodnight, goodnight, when I have said goodnight for evei^ 
more. 

And yon see me carried ont from the threshold of the door; 
Don’t let Effie come to see me till my grave be growing green : 
She'll be a better child to yon than ever I have been. 

She’ll find my garden-tools upon the granary floor; 

Let her take ’em—they are ber’s; I shall never garden more: 
But tell her, when Tm gone, to train the rose-bnsh that 1 set 
Abont the parlour-window and the box of mignonette. 
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Oood-Bight, iwMt Botber; call b« bafore tba daj ia bora. 
All aigbl 1 lie awake, bat I iall aaleep at more; 

Bat I would tee the tan rite apon the glad New jear, 

So, if joa're waking, call me, call me earij, Kii fa r daar. 


CoTuUifure. 

1 TBOooiiT to pan away before, aad yet alire 1 am; 

And in thp fieidi all roand I bear the bleating of the Iamb. 
How ladly, 1 remember, rote the morning of the yearl 
To die before the tnowdrop came, and now the nolet*t here. 

O iwcet it the new violet, that cornea beneath the tkiei. 

And tweeter U the young lamb't voice to me that cannot rise. 
And tweet ia all the land aboot, and all the flowers that blow. 
And tweeter far it death than life to me that long to go. 

It teem'd to hard at flrtt, mother, to leave the bleated ton. 
And now it teemi at hard to tuy, and vat Hit will be done! 
Bnt ttill I think it can’t be long Mfore I And release; 

And that good man, the clergyman, hat told me words of peace. 

O blesiingt on hit kindly voice and on hit nlver hair I 
And bletmngt on hit whole life long, nntil he meet me there! 
O blettingt on hit kindly heart and on hit silver head I 
A thoutaad timet I bleat him as he knelt betide my bed! 

He taoght me all the mercy, for he ihow'd me all the tin. 
Bow, though my lamp was lighted late, there's One will let me in 
Nor would I now be well, mother, again, if that could he. 

For my detire It hat to pots to Him that died for me. 

I did not hear the dog howl, mother, or the death-watch beat, 
rhere came a sweeter token when the night and morning meet 
Bnt tit betide my bed, mother, and put yonr band ia mine. 
And EfSa on the other side, and I will tell the aign. 

All in the wild March-muming I beard the angels call; 

It was when the moon was setting, and the dark was over all; 
The trees began to whisper, and Uie wind began to roll, 

. And in the wild March-morning I beard them call my tool. 

For lying broad awake I thought of yon and BIBe dear; 

I taw yon sitting in the hoate, and 1 no longer here; 
tVitb all my strength 1 pray’d for both, and to I felt resign’d. 
And up the valley came a swell of music on the wind. 



Foou or THx Bocui. AKD oommc AmtmovB. 199 


1 thooght thkt it wu fancj, and I Uateo'd In mj bed, 

Aad then did lomething ipeak to me—I knew not vhat wu uld} 
For great delight and ihuddering took hold of ail my mind, 
And up the rt^ey came again the muNc on the wind. 

But youtrereeleeping; audlsaid, ” It'a not for them; it’emiue.'* 
And if it cornea three times, I thought, 1 take it for a liga. 

And once again it came, and cloie Mslde the window-ban. 
Then seem'd to go right up to Uearen and die among the stare. 

So now 1 think my time is near. I trust it is. 1 know 
The blessed music went that way my soul will hare to go. 

And for myself, indeed, I care not if I go to-day. 

Bnt Effie you most comfort her when 1 am past away. 

And say to Bobin a kind word, and tell him not to fret; 
There’s many worthier than I, would make him bappy yet. 

If 1 had lived—I cannot tall—I might have been his wife ( 

Bnt all these things have ceased to be, with my desire of life. 

O look I the sun begins to rise, the heavens are in a glow; 

He shines upon a hundred fields, and all of them I know. 

And there I move no longer now, and there Us light may shine— 
Wild-floweis in the valley for other hands than mine. 

O sweet and strange it seems to me, that era this day it done 
The voice that now is speaking may be beyond the sun— 

For ever and for ever with those just souls and true— 

And what is life, that we should moan 7 why make we such ado? 

For ever and for ever, all in a blessed hoaae— 

And there to wait a little while till you and Effie come— 

To lie within the light of God, as 1 Ue upon your breast— 

And the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest. 

TuniTeoK. 


^bsslon. 

Thx waters slept Night's silve^ veil hnng low 
On Jordan’s boeom, the eddies ourl'd 
Their glossy rings beneath it, like the still. 
Unbroken nesting of the sleeper's pulss^ 

The reeds bent down the streun; the willow leaves, 
With a soft cheek upon the lulling tide, 

Forgot the lifting winds; and the big stems, 

Whose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse. 

Bears on its boeom. Quietly gave way, 

And lean'd, in graceful attitudes, to rest. 
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How atrikinsly the oonne of nature tells, 

By its light heed of hamaD taffermg, 

That it was fashion'd for a happier world 1 
King Darid’s limbs were weary. He had fled 
From Mr Jemsalem; and now he stood. 

With his faint people, for a little rest 
Upon the shore of Jordan. The light wind 
Of mom was stirring, and he barea his brow 
To its refreshing breath ; for he had worn 
The nioumer’s covering, and he had not felt 
That he could see his people until now. 

They gather’d round him on the fresh green bank, 
Ana spoke their kindly words; and, as the sun 
Boee up in heaven, he knelt among them there, 

And bow'd his heed upon his hands to pray. 

Ob ! when the heart is full—when bitter thoughts 
Come crowding thickly up for utterance. 

And the poor common words of courtesy 
Axe such a very mockery—how much 
The bursting heart may pour itself in prayer ! 

He pray'd for Israel—and his voice went up 
Strongly and fervently. He pray'd for thoso 
Whose love had been his shield—and his deep tones 
Grew tremulous. But, oh I for Absalom— 

For his estranged, misguided Absalom— 

Tbs proud, bright being, who bad burst away 

In all his princely beauty, to defy 

The heart that cherish'd him—for him be pour'd. 

In agony that would not be controll'd. 

Strong supplication, and forgave him there, 

Before his God, for bis deep sinfulness. 


The pall was settled. He who slept beneath 
Was straighten’d for the grave; and, as the folds 
Sunk to the still proportions, they betray’d 
The matchless symmetry of Absalom. 

His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls 
Were floating round the tassels as they sway'd 
To the admitted air, as glossy now 
As when, in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing 
The snowy fingers of Judea's daughters. 

Bis helm was at his feet; his banner, soil'd 
With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid, 
Beversed, beside him: and the jewell'd hilt, 
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Whose disiuonds lU the passage of his blade, 

Bested, like mockery, on his oorer'd brow. 

Tbe soldiers of the Uog trod to and fro, 

Clad in the garb of battle; and their chiefs 
The mighty Joab, stood baide tbe bier, 

And ga^ upon the dark pall stsadfasUy, 

As if he fear’d tbe slamberer might stir. 

A slow step startled him. He grasp'd his blade 
As if a trumpet raug; but the bent form 
Of David enter’d, and he gave command. 

In a low tone, to his few followers. 

And left him with his dead. Tbe king stood still 
TUI tbe laat echo died; then, throwing off 
The sackcloth from his brow, and lading back 
The pall from the stilt featnres of his child. 

He bow'd bis head npon him, and broke forth 
In the resistless eloquence of woe: 

“Alas I my noble boy I that thou shonld’st die! 

Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair I 
That death should settle in th^ glorious eye. 

And leave his stillness in thu clustering hair I 
How could he mark thee for the silent tomb I 
My proud boy, Absalom I 

" Cold is thy brow, my son! and I am chill. 

As to my bosom I have tried to press thee I 
How was 1 wont to feel my pulses Uirill, 

Like a rich harp-string, yearning to caress thee, 
And bear thy sweet ‘my father I' from these dumb 
And oold lips, Absalom I 

“ But death is on thee: I shall hear tbe gush 
Of music, and the voices of the young; 

And life wUl pass me in the mantling blush. 

And the dark tresses to the soft winds dnng;_ 

But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, ebalt come 
To meet me, Absalom I 

“ And oh ! when I am stricken, and my heart, 

Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken. 

How wUl its love for thee, as I depart. 

Yearn for thine ear to drink its last deep token 1 
It were so sweet amid death's gathering gloom. 

To see thee, Absalom 1 
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“ Aod now, fnrewell I 'Tii hard to nve thee np, 
'V^tth death to like a gentle sluniber on thee;— 
And thy dark vin I—Ob I 1 could drink the onp, 

If from thU woe iU bittemeae had won thee. 

May God bare call’d thee, like a wanderer, home, 
My loet boy, Abealom 1 ” 

He corer'd up hla &ce, and bow’d himeelf 
A moment on hif child: then, giving him 
A look of melting tendernees, ne -laap’d , 

Hia bands convnlairely, as if in prayer: 

And, as if strength were given him of Ood, 

He roee np calmly, and composed the pall 
Firmly and decently—and left him theia— 

As if uis rest had been a breathing sleep. 

WiLLia 


Co ^ Si'ttitt —4froni 

Taz castled crag of Drachenfela 

Frowns o'er tne wide and winding Bhine, 
'Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which b^r the vine. 
And hills all rich with blossom’d trees, 

Aod fields which promise com and wine, 
And scatter’d cities crowning these. 

Whose far white walla along them shine, 
Have strew’d a scene which I shonld see 
With double joy wert Mon with me. 

And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes, 

And hands which offer early flowers, 

Walk smiling o’er this paradise; 

Above, the frequent feudal towers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray, 
Anff many a rock which steeply lowers. 
And noble arch in proud decay, 

Look o’er this vale of riutage bowers ; 

But one thing want these banka of Bhine— 
Thy gentle hud to clasp in mine I 

I send the lilies given to me ; 

Though long heton thy hand they tonoh, 

I know that they must wither’d bs. 

But yet reject them not as such ; 
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For I have cherish'd them ss dear, 

Because they jet may meet thioe eye^ 

Aud guide thy aoul to mioe eren here, 

When thou behold'st them drooping nigh, 

And knowest them gather’d by the lUiine, 

And offer'd from my heart to thine I 

The rirer nobly foams and flows, 

The charm of this eocbanted ground. 

And all Its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round ; 

The haughtiest breast its wish might tound 
Through life to dwell delighted nere; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found 
To nature and to me so dear, 

Could thy dear eyes, in following mine. 

Still sweeten more these banka of Rhin e | 

Braoa 


Wb talk’d with open heart, and tongue 
Affectionate and true, 

A pair of friends, thougn I wm young, 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We la^ beneath a spreading oak. 

Beside a mossy seat; 

And from the turf a fountain broke. 

And gargled at our feet. 

Now, Matthew I ” said I," let us meieh 
This water's pleasant tune 
With some old oorder song, or catch 
That suits a summer's noon ; 

" Or of the church-clock and the chimes 
Sing hers beneath the shade. 

That half-mad thing of witty rhrars, 
Which you last April made 1'' 

In silenee Matthew lay and eyed 
The spring beneath the tree ; 

And thus the dear old man replied, 

The gray-hair'd man of glee: 
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** No check, no atay thii Streamlet feari; 

How merrily it goea I 
Twill mormnr on a thoosand years, 

And Sow aa now it Sowa 

“ And here on this deli^tful day, 

I cannot choose bnt tnink 
How oft, a Tigorona man, I lay 
Beside this fonntain'a brink. 

“ My eyea are dim with childish tears. 

My heart is idly atirr'd, 

For the same sound is in my ears 
Which in those days I heard. 

“Thus fares it still in our decay: 

And yet the wiser mind 
Mourns lees for what am takes away, 
Thau what it leaves behind. 

" The blackbird amid leafy trees, 

The lark above the hill. 

Let loose their carols when they please. 
Are qniet when they will, 

“ With nature never do tAey wage 
A foolish strife; they see 
A happy youth, and their old age 
Is Mautiful and fVee : 

“ But wo are press’d by heavy laws, 

And often, glad no more. 

We wear a face of iov, because 
We have been glad of yore. 

" If there is one who needs bemoan 
His kmdred laid in earth, 

The household hearts that were bis own. 
It is the man of mirth. 

•• My days, my Friend, are almost gone. 
My life has been approved. 

And many love me ; out by none 
Am I enough beloved.” 

“ Now both himself and me he wrongs, 
The man who thus complains I 
I live and sing my idle songs 
Upon these happy plains. ' _ 
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“ And, MAtthew, for thy children desd 
Ill be A SOD to thee 1" 

At this he msp'd my hsnd, and said, 

“ Alas I Uiat cannot be.” 

We rose np fiom the fountain side; 

And down the smooth descent 
Of the green sheep-track did we glide, 

And through the woods we went} 

And ere we came to Leonard's rock, 

Hs sang those witty rhymes 
About the crazy old durch-elook. 

And the bewilder'd ohimes. 

Wordsworth. 


^ Stu ^as lift Jlinbling 

A STAB has left the kindling sky— 

A loTely northern light; 

How many planets are on high, 

But that has left the night I 

1 miss its bright familiar face, 

It was a friend to me; 

Associate with my natire place, 

And those beyond the sea. 

It rose upon our English sky. 

Shone o'er our English land. 

And brought back many a loring eye, 

And many a gentle hand. 

It seem’d to answer to my thought, 

It call'd the past to mind, 

And with its welcome presence brought 
All I bad left behind 

The Toyage it lights no longer, sdcTs 
Soon on a foreign shore ; 

How cun I but recall the friends 
That I may see no more t 

* TbM w«ra tu« iMt TtnM or Mlu laaSoa-, uS on wrltMa Is ■noWen to 
Ibo polaour whicta. In hor mytt* to AlMoo M« lud nlshUr wuctMC OU 11 
•oak bole* Um bwuoa 
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Freah from <tbe min it wm to part— 

How oonld I Mar the pain 1 
Yet atrong the omen in my heart 
That saya—We meet again. 

Meet with a deeper, dearer love * 

For abaen'Ba ahewa the worth 
Of all from which we than remove, 

Frienda, home, and native earth. 

Thou lovely polar star, mine eyea 
Still turn'I. the firet on thee. 

Till I have felt a aad anrpriae 
That none look'd op with me. 

Bnt thou heat sunk open the wave, 

Thy radiant plaM nnknown j 
I aeem to atnnd beeide a grave. 

And Btand hy it alone. 

Farewell I ah, would to me were given 
A power upon thy U^t I 
What words upon our Engliab heaven 
Thy loving rays ehould write! 

Kind meeaajgee of love and hope 
Upon thy rave ahonld be; 

Thy ehining orbit ahonld have aeope 
Maroely emongh for ma 
Oh. fancy vain, aa it ia fond. 

And littlet needed too; 

My frienda t I need not look beyond 
My heart to look for yon. 

1a K Lavoou. 


Uniitahr. 

vemoD TO BAve «UK wan-icv «r itnAnwt •nana, ooaan wm mutaxt 
ABOoe oa Tea moxd or nm vibiajibia 

I AM monarch of all I survey; 

My right there ia none to cliapnte; 

From the ceintre all round to the sea 
I am lord of the fowl and the bmt*. 

O Solitude 1 where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face t 
Better dwell in the midst of alarms 
Than reign in this horrihle plaea. 
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I sm ODt of humanity's roach, 

I most finish my joomey alons. 

Merer hear the sweet music of speech; 

I start at the soand of my own. 

The beasts that roam over the plain 
My form with indifibrence seet 
Thsv are so unacquainted with man, 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 

Society, Friendship, and Love, 

Divinely beetowM upon man, 

O had I the winm of a dove 
How soon womd I taste yon again I 
My sorrows I then mi^ht ssensge 
In the ways of religion and troth, 

Mirtt learn from the wisdom of age^ 
i^d be cheer’d by the salliee of youth. 

Ye winds that have made ms your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more i 
My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me t 
O teil ms I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend I am never to see I 

How Oeet is a glance of the mind I 
Compared with the speed of its flighty 
The tempest itself lags behind. 

And the swift-winged arrows of light, 

'When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 

But alas I recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her neat, 

The beast is laid down in hls lair; 

Even here is a season of rest. 

And I to my cabin repair. 

There's mercy in every place. 

And merqy, euoonragiug thought I 
Gives even fiction a graee, 

And reooncilee man to bis lot. 


Oowrss. 
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^iunl)i. 

SoMX I remember, and will ne'er forget; 

U.y earljr friends, friends of xaj eril Sty : 

Friends in my mirth, friends in my misery too, 
Friends given by Gh>d in mercy and in love ; 

My connsellors, my comforters, and gnides. 

My joy in grief, my second bliss in joy; 
Companions of zny young desires; in doubt, 

My oracles, my wings in high pursuit 
O, I remember, and will ne'er forget 
Onr meeting spots, our chosen sacred hours. 

Our burning words that utter’d all the soul. 

Our faces beaming with unearthly lore; 

Sorrow with sorrow sighing, hope with hope 
Exnlting, heart embracing, beart entire I 
As birds of social feather helping each 
His fellow’s flight we soar’d into the skies. 

And cast the cTonds beneath our feet ami earth, 
With all her tardy leaden-footed cares. 

And talk’d the speech, and ate the food of heaven ! 
These I remember, these selectest men. 

And would their names record ; bat what avails 
My mention of their names T !l^fore the throne 
They stand illustrious ’mong the loudest harps. 
And will receive thee glad, my friend and theirs— 
For all are friends in heaven, all faithful friends ; 
And many friendships in the days of time 
Begun, are lasting here, and growing still; 

So grows oun evermore, both theirs and mine. 

POLLOK. 


of 5 « 5 *. 

Orr in the stilly night 
Ere slnmber’s chain has bound me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me ; 

The smiles, the tears 
Of boyhood’s years. 

The words of love then spoken : 
The eves that shone, 

Now dimm’d and gone. 

The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
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Thus ill tbs stilly iiif[bt 

£re slumber's cbsm bss boond ms, 
Ssd Memory brings tbs light 
Of other dejs around me. 


Wbeu I remember all 
The friends so link'd together 
IVe seen around me (all 
Like leaves in wintry weather, 

I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-ball deserted; 
Whose lights are fled. 

Whose airlands deaci. 

And all but he departed I 
Thus in the stilly nif^ht 

Ere slumber's cliaiu has boond me. 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


Moork 


{lisfolalion of ^runbf||i]I. 

Alas I they had been friends in youth ; 

But whispering tongues can poison truth; 

And constancy lives in realms above ; 

And life is thorny ; aud youth is vain : 

And to be wroth with one we love 
Doth work like madness in the biain. 

Aud thus it chanced, as I divine, 

With Boland and Sir Leolina 
Each spake words of high disdain 
And insult to bis heart's best brother : 

They parted—ne'er to meet again 1 
But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart (niin paining; 

They stood aloof, the scare remaining, 

Like cliSs which have been rent asunder. 

A dreary sea now flows betweeu ; 

But neither heat, nor frosL nor thunder. 

Shall wholly do away, I ween. 

The marks of that which ouoe hath been. 

Conmoax. 

r 
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0flU( of'Oiu h>t ^obt. 

WHDr twilieht^ f>artlng flosh 
Turns to the parpl* sWlovs dim, 

And the sea, with gentle hush, 

Breathes a dulcet resper h^mn, 

Tie sweet to bear the breeze 
Join the lullaby above— 

But, oh I more sweet than these 
la the voice of one we love.' 

Tia sweet to wake in June 
To the skylark’s matin lay; 

To hear the thrush at noon 
Pouring music from the spray; 

At eve to lend'our ear 
To the wooing .of the dove; 

But naught so sweet and clear 
As the voice of one we love. 

Although, when years are flown, 

A change of scene or lot 
Each other cherish'd tone 
From our memory may blot, 

A Bound there is that yet, 

'Whatever change we prove. 

We never can forget^— 

*TU the voice of one we lore, iron aos Snrro. 

So K ^utnnt 

Wht art thou silent 1 Is thy love a plant 
Of such weak fibre that the treacherous air 
Of absence withers wiiat was once so fairl 
la there no debt to pay, no boon to grant 1 
Yet have my thooghts for thee been vigilant, 

Bound to thy service with unceasing core— 

The miud’a leiist generous wish a mendicant 
For nought but what thy happiness could spare. 
Speak I—though this soft 'warm heart, once free to hold 
A thousand tender pleasnres, thine and naioe, 

Be left more desolate, more dreary cold 
Than a forsaken bird’s-iieat fill’d 'with enow 
'Mid its own bneh of leafless-eglantine— 

Speak, that ray torturing doubts their end may know I 

Wordsworth. 
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C^( Cib Con^ ^gmcfoaitl 

It stAods in a mnny meadow, 

The bouse so mossy and brown, 

Wilb iU cambrous old stone chimnsyi^ 
Amd the grey roof sloping liown. 

The trees fold their green arms around it. 
The trees n century old; 

And the winds go chuting through them, 
And the sunlwams drop their goldj 

The cowslips spring in the marshes. 

And the roses bloom on the hill; 

And beside the brook in the wlures ■ 

'Ibe herds go feeding at will 

The children bare gone and left theoi— 
They sit in the sun alone I' 

And the old wife's ears are failing 
As she harks to the well-known tone 

That won her heart in her girlhood, 

That has soothed her in many a care, 

And praises her now for the brightness 
Uer old faee nsed to wear. 

She thinka again of her bridal— 

How, dress'd in her robe of white^ 

She ttoixl by her ray young lover 
Id the morning^ rosy light. 

Oh ! the morning is rosy ss over, 

Bnl the rose from her cheek is fled; 

And the sniishine still is golden. 

But it &lls on a siirer'a headi 

And the girlhood dreams, once vanish'd/ 
Come back in her winter time. 

Till her feeble pulses tremble 

With the thrill of spring-iide'e-prime. 

And looking forth fbom the window. 

She thinks how the trees liave grown, 

Since, clad in her bridal whiteneai, 

She croea'd the old door-stone. 
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Though dimm’d her ejre’e bright Azure, 
Aod dimm'd her hAir’e Touog gold: 

The lore in her girlhood plighted 
Haa never grown dim nor old. 

They eet in pence in the vunshine. 

Till the day waa nlnioat done; 

And then, at ita close, an angel 
Stole over the tbreabold.stone. 

He folded their bands toMther— 

Ha tonch'd their eyelids with balm; 

And their last breath floated upward. 

Like the close of a solemn p e alm 

Like a bridal pair they traveraed 
The unseen, mystical road, 

That leads to the beautiful city, 

“ Whoee builder and maker ia God." 

Perhaps ii> that miracle country 
Tliev will give her lost youth back; 

Aod the flowers of a vanish’d apring-time 
Will Uoom in the spirit'e tra^. 

One draught from the living waters 
Shall call back liis maoh^’s prime*, 

An<l eternal years shall measure 
The love that outlived time. 

But the thapea that they left behind them, 
llie wrinalea and silver hair, 

Hade holy to us by the kiaaes 
The angel had printed there, 

We will hide away *neath the willows. 
When the day is low in the west; 

Where the sunl^anis cannot find them, 
Nor the winds disturb their rest. 

And well suffer no tell-tale tombstone, 
With its age and date, to rise 

O'er the two who are old no longer, 
lu the Father’s bouse in the akica. 


Ajiok. 
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"Ah, mb I old worn-out soldier, ie it you 1 ” 

Tbrousb the room ranged the imprison'd humble bee. 
And Immb’d, snd bounced, ssd struggled to.be free; 
Dsah'ng sguiost the panes with sullen roar, 

That threw their diamond sunlight on the floor; 

That floor, clean sanded, where tay fancy stray'd 
O'er undulat'og waves the broom had mads; 

Reminding me of those of hideotis forms 
That met us os we pass'd the Cape of Storms, 

Where high aud loud they break, aud peoue comes never; 
They roll and foam, and roll and foam for ever. 

But here was peace, that peace which home can yield; 
The graashopusr, the psirtridge in the field, 

And ticking clock, were all.at once become 
The substitute for clarion, fife, and drum. 

While thus 1 mused, still gazing, gasing still 
On beds of moss that spread the wiadow-eUI, 

1 deem'd no moss my eyes had ever seen 
Had been so lovely, brUliaat, fresh, and green, 

And guess'd some iufanthand bad placed it thsre, 

Aud prised its hue, so ex<|uisite, so- rare. 

Feelings on fseliugs mingling, doubling rose; 

My heart felt every thing but e.alm repoee; 

I could not reckon minntee, hours, nor yesm, 

But rose at once, and burat^ into tears; 

Then, like a fool, confused, sat down again. 

And thought upon the past with shame and pain; 

I raved at war and all its horrid cost. 

And glory's quagmire, where the brave are loet. 

On carnage, fire, and plunder, long I mused. 

And cursed the murdering weapone I had used. 

Two sliadowa then I saw, two voioes beard. 

One beepoke age, and one a child's appear'd. 

In etepp'd my lather with convnlsive start. 

And in an instant clasp'd ms to bis heart 
Close by him stood a little blue-eyed maid; 

And etooping to the child, the old mio said— 

" Come hither, Nancy, kisi me ones again; 

This is your uncle Charles, come home from Spssn.” 
The child appro.ich'd, and with her fingers lignt, 
Stroked mv old eyes, almost deprived of sight 
But why IhoB spin my tale—thus tedious be t 
Happy old soldier 1 what's the world to me 1 

Bloomtibld. 
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Tooso folke now flocVen in trerr wherr. 

To nther Msy-bnikets and amelling brrro; 

And borne they liaeten the poeta to digbt. 

And all the kirk pillnra ere da/ligbt* 

With hawthome buds and aweet eglantine, 

And garlanda of roeri and aops-in-wine. 

Sicker, thU morrow, no longer ago, 

I aaw a ahole of sheplierda out-go, 

With ainging, and abonting, and jolly cbere; 
Before tliem rode a luaty tabrere. 

That to the many a hornpipe play’d. 

Whereto they daunce<I each one with bis maid. 
To see these folks make anch joviaauoce. 

Made my heart after the pipe to dannee. 

Tho* to the greene-wood they apeeden them all, 
To fetcben home May with their mnaical. 

And home they briogen in a royal throne, 
Crowned as a king, and hie goeen attone 
Was Lady Flora, on whom did attend 
A (ayre flock of faeries, and a fresh band 
Of lorely nymphs. O that I were there. 

To helpen the ladies their May-bush bear I 

SnoiBER. 


IB^fun Spodf. 

How merrily, from distant towers. 
Ring ronnd the village bells ! now on the gale 
They rise with gradual swell, distinct and load ; 
Anon they die npon the pensive ear, 

Melting in faintest music.—They bMpeak 
A day of jubilee, and oft they bear 
Commix'd, along the unfregnented shore, 

The sound of village dance and tabor load, 
Startling the mosiog ear of solitude. 

Such is the jocund wake of Whitsuntide, 

When, with mirthfal mmbols, all the day 
The rustic revellers ply the mazy dance 
On the smooth-shaven green, and then at eve 
Foil many a tale of ancient days goes ronnd. 

Whotl 
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^Bnuid of |ris^ Cmigrxni. 

I’ll Bitting on the etile, Mnry, 

Where we eat aide by aide, 

On n bright May moruing long ago, 

When fimt you were my bride: 

The com waa springing fresh and green, 
And the lark sang loud and high— 

And the red waa on your lip, Mary, 

And the love-light in your eye. 

The filaee U little changed, Mary, 

The day ia bright aa then. 

The lark’a loud song ia in my ear, 

And the com ia green again ; 

But I miaa the aoft clasp of yoor hand, 

And yonr breath, warm on my cheek, 

And I atill keep liat'ning for the worda 
Yon never more will apeak. 

Tia but a step down yonder lane. 

And the little church stands near; 

The church where we were wed, Mary, 

I see the spire from here. 

But the grave-yard lies between, Mary, 
And my step might break your rest; 

Tor I’ve laid you, darling I down to sleep 
With yonr baby on yonr breast. 

I'm verv lonely now, Mary, 

For the poor make no new friends; 

But oh I they love the better atill 
The few our Father sends! 

And yon wore all I had, M.ary, 

My bleasing and my pride: 

There's nothing left to care for now. 

Since my poor Mary died. 

Yonra was the good brave heart, Mary, 
That atill kept h^ing on, 

When the trust in Ood had left my soul, 
And my arm’s young strength was gone ; 

There waa comfort ever on tfour lip. 

And the kind look on your brow— 

I bless yon, Mary, for that same, 

Though you cannot hear me now. 
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I thank you for the patient smile 
When your heart was fit-to break, 

When the hunger pain was ipiawing there, 

And you hid i^ for my sake I 
1 bless you for the pleasant word, 

When your heart was sad and sore— 

Oh! I'jn thiiukful you are gone, Marr, 

Where grief cau't reach you more I 

Cm bidding you a long farewell, 

My Mary, kind and true ; 

But I'll not for«t f/ou, darling I 
In the land Vm going to; 

They say there’s bread and work for all, 

And the ciun shines always there; 

Bnt I'll not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times as fair. 

And often in those grand old woods 
I’ll sit, and shut my eyes, 

And mv hetirt will travel back again 
To the place where Mary lies; 

And I’li think I see the little stile 
Where wo sat side by side, 

And the spriiuging corn, and the bright Msy mom, 
When firs t you were my bride. 

Msa Blackwood. 


^snuslit Joht. 

O, lovE of loves)! to thy whits hand is given 
Of earthly happiuess the golden key: 

Thine are the joj/ous hours of winter’s evsn. 

When the bab^ cling around their father's knee; 
And thine the voice that, on the midnight sea, 
Melts the rude mariner with thoughts of home, 
Peopling the glo<}m with all he longs to see. 

CaoLT. 
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^omxtiicT^tau. 

Tell me, on what holr ground 
May Domestic Peace m fonnd t 
Halcyon daughter of the skies, 

Far on fearM wings she flies, 

From the pomp of seepired state, 

From tiie rebel’s noisy hate; 

In a cottaged vole ehe dwells, 

Listening to the Siibbolh beUa I 
Still around her steps are seen 
Spotless Honour’s meeker mien, 

Love, the sire of pleasing fears, 

Sorrow smiling through her team. 

And, conscious of the past employ. 

Memory, bosomepriug of joy. Coleridoe. 


C||e ^(asHnt rthrnnng ^tmubarb from ^is (oU. 

Fsint and sweet 

Twilight falls round the peasant’s homeward feet, 
Who, alow returning from his task of toil, 

Sees the low sunset gild the cultured soil. 

And, though such rudtnnce round him brightly glows, 
Marks the small spark his cottage window throws. 
Still, as his heart forestalls his weary pace, 

Fondly he dreams of each familiar face, 

BecalU the treasures of his narrow life— 

Hia rosy children and hia sunburnt wife. 

To whom his coming ie the chief event 
Of simple dnye in cu^rful labour spent. 

The rich man’s chariot hath gone whirliug past. 

And theae poor cottagers have only cast 
Oue careless glance ou all that show of pride, 

Then to their toske turn’d quietly aside; 

But him they wait for, him they welcome home. 

Fix'd seulinels look forth to see him come; 

The fagot sent for wheu the fire grew dim, 

The frugal meal preptu-ed, areallforhim; 

For him the watching of that sturdy boy, 

For him those smiles of icuderuese aud joy, 

For him—who plods hia sauntering way along, 
Whialling the fragment of some village aongl 

Hoh. Mas. Norton. 
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C^il^rra. 

Con to mo, O je cbildren I 
For I hear you at your play, 

And the queationa tliat perplex’d me 
Have vanieh’d quite away. 

Ye open the eaftern windows, 

That look towards the sun. 

Where thoughts are singing swallows 
And the brooks of morning run. 

In TOur hearts are the birds and the sunshine, 
tn your thoucbta the brooklet's flow; 

But in mine is Uie wind of autumn, 

And the first tall of the snow. 

Ah I what would the world be to ns 
If the Children were no more t 
We should dread the desert behind ns 
Worse than the dark before. 

What the leaves are to the forest, 

With light and air for food, 

Ere their sweet and tender juices 
Have been harden'd into wood,— 

That to the world are Children ; 

Through them it feels the glow 
Of a brighter and sunnier climate 
Than reaches the trunks below. 

Come to me, O ye Children I 
And whisper in my ear 
What the birds and the winds are singing 
In your sunny atmosphere. 

For what are all our oontrivings. 

And the wisdom of our books, 

When compared with your caresses, 

And the gladness of your looks t 

Ye are belter than all the hallsds 
That ever were sung or said; 

For ye are living poems. 

And all the rest are ^ad. 


Lovorsuow. 
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C^iUjjooik. 

O THOO bright thing, freah from the hand of Ood; 
The motions of thy dancing limbs are sway'd 
the unceasing music of tby being I 
Nearer I seem to Ood when foohing on thee. 

’Tie ages since He made his youngest star— 

His hand was on thee as 'twere yesterday, 

Thou later revelation 1 Silver stream, 

Breaking with laughter from the lake divine 
'^lence all thinn flow. 0 bright and singing babe, 
What wilt thou ue hereafter 1 

Am. Smith. 


On l^t of Pol||ti'i ^jputorc. 

Ob that those lips had language 1 Life has pass'd 
With me but roughly since 1 beard thee last. 

Those lips are thine—^thy own sweet smile I see, 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“Grieve not, my child: chase all tby fears away!” 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 

? }leat be the art that can immortalize, 
he art that baffles time's tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shiues on*me still the same. 

Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

O welcome guest, though unexpected here 1 
Who bidd'st me honour with an ai-tleas song. 
Affectionate, a mother lost so loug. 

I will obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own: 

And, while that fara renews my filial grief. 

Fancy shall weave a charm for my rehe^ 

Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momentary dream, that thou art she. 

My mother ! when I learn'd that thou wast dead. 
Say, wiiat thou conscious of the tears I shed t 
Hover’d thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son, 

Wretch even then, life's journey just begun 1 
Perhaps thou gavest me, though unseen, a kiss; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss— 

Ah , that maternal amUe I it answers—Yea. 
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I bear J tbe b«Il toU'il ou Ihj borial-dA/, 

I uw tbe beerae that bore thee alow away, 

Ajiii, turning from taj nnnery -window, drear' 

A long, long aigb, anil wepta baat'atiiaa l 
But waa it auvh} It waa. Where tbon art goe* 
Adiene aod tarewella are a round uaknoarn. 

Uay 1 but meet thee on that peaceful ahere, 

I'he parting aound ahall paaa my lips no morel' 

Tby maiilena, grieved tbemacivea at myoonarmi 
Oft gave me promise of thy qniek returm 
Wh^ aniently I wish’d, I long believed. 

Anil disappointed atill, was Btul deceiveiL 
By disappointment every day beguiled, 

Dope of to-roorrow even from a ^ild. 

Thus many a aad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all ray stock of infaut sorrow spent, 

I leam’d at last submission to my lot; 

Bat, though 1 leas deplored tbee, ne’er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name Is beard noiiaore, 
Children not thine hare troil my nnreery floor; 

And where the gardener Robing day by day, 

Drew me to acbool along the'pnblie way, 

Delighted wHh niybanble coach, and wrapp'd 
In ecarlet raautle warm, and velvet oapp'a. 

Til now become a Iffstory little known. 

That once we called the pectoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession I But the record fair 
That Heraory keeps of all thy kin'luess there. 

Still outlives many a storm, that hsa effaced 
A thoumud other themes leas deeply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to ray chamber made, 

That thou might'st know roe safe and warmly laid ; 
Thy morning bounties ere 1 loft my home, 

The biscuit or confectionery plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cneeks bestow’d 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow'd i 

AUtliii, and more endearing still than all, 

Thr constant flow of lore, that knew no fkll. 

Ne'er rougben'd by those cataracts and breaks, 
That humour interpoaed too often makes; 

All this, still legible in Memory's page, 

And still to boio to my latest age, 
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iLdtb'ioy todutf, nmkea mogtod to pay' 

8ncK hoBsan to thee ns'mr numbon may'; 

Perhapa a frail memorial, bat-aiooere, 

Not aootn'J in baareu, though litUo notioad bera 

Could Time, bU Bight reversed, restore the hours. 

When, playing with ihy vesture's tissued flowers, 

The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 

I prickM them into paper with a pin, 

^wl thon'waat happier than myself the while, 

Wouhl’st softly speak, and stroke head, and smile,] 

Could those few pleasant boors again appear. 

Might oue wish bring them, would I wish them here I 
I would not trust my heart—the dear delight 
Seems so to be desii«d, perhaps I might. 

But no;—what here we call oiirlife is such. 

So little to be loved, and thou so much, 

That I should til requite thee to constrain 
Thy nubound spirit into bonds again. 

Thon, as a gallant bark FTom Albion's coast’ 

(The storms ml weather'd, and the ocean orossM) 

Shoots into port at soma weil-baven’d isle, 

Where spices breathe, aud brighter seasons smile, 

There aits quiescent on the floMS, that show 
Her beauteoua form reflected clear below, 

While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanuing light her streamers gay; 

So thou, with sails How swift! hast reach'd theehore 
“ Where tempests never beat nor billows roar;” 

And thy Iovm oonsort on the dangerous tida 
Of life, long since has anchor'd by thy siile. 

But me, scarce hoping to attain ^at rest, 

Always from port withheld, always diatrMM— 

Me howling bUsts drive devious, Umpest-toat, 

Sails ript, seams opening wide, and eompaas lost; 

And day by day some current's thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course ; 

Ysl 01' the thought, that thou art oafe, and be I 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 

My boast is not that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth; 

But higher far my proud pretensions rite— 

The sou of parents pass’d into the skies. 

A 
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And now farewell!—Time anrevoked has mn 
His wonted counte, yet what I wish'd ia done. 

By Contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 

I seem to have lived my childhood o'er ag^; 

To have renew’d the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine; 

And, while the wings of Fancy still are free, 

And I can view this mimic show of thee, 

Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

Cowna. 


of ^mtu. 

A DEATU-BBD COVFOBITIOM.* 

Tbooobts of home! how sad they twine 
Bound this exiled heart of mine; 

My cheek hath felt for many yean 
The scalding of those parting teai-a; 

And on my spirit ever dwells 
The burden of oar last farewells. 

Words of home I how welcome here, 

Oft to strengthen, oft to cheer; 

Fix'd by love beyond the range 
Of the scatt'riug hand of change; 

But the hearts that gave them worth 
Never more shall meet on earth. 

Scenes of home ! bow oft they rise, 

Back’d by Memory’s tinted skies; if 
Like island-gems on Ocean’s breast 
Glows every spot that love hath blest; 

Till darkness rises o’er the deep. 

And bids the exiled gazer weep. 

Muxbahk. 

• 1 Uk6 Uila opportaally orpavlnit alrttottUormpeet to the worth tod lenlva 
of my dear friend, Joeeph Millbeiik. Tb«te were, t betleTe, the lent wonl4. 
oertAinty the taat TerMn. he wrote, « thort time b^gre lilt dMtb, hi lierthiu* 
Creek, ilelheoniek 0^b«r d, itWk—Ehitofc 
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t{|t 1^0]] to Slot IJlouom. 

Burou tbp leares lliou eomest oaca more, 

Wbite bloaaom of the eloe I 
Thy leaves will ooine aa heretofore ; 

Bat this poor heart, iU troubles o'er, 

Will then lie lovr. 

Sweet violate in the budding grove, 

Peep where the glad waves run ; 

Tlie wren below, t he thrash above, 

Of bright to-morrow’s joy and love 
Sing to the sun. 

Aud where the rofie-leaf, ever bold, 

Hears bees chant hymns to Ood, 

The breeze-bow’d palm, moss’d o’er with gold. 
Smiles on the well in summer cold, 

And daisied sod. 

Well, lay me by my brother's side. 

Where late we citood and wept | 

For I was strickeii when he died— 

I felt the arrow aei he sigh'd 
His last, and slept. 

ElXlOTT. 


f ifsing SisUi. 

Wbat matters it, though spriog-time 
Upon the earth is glowing 1 

What, though a thoaeand tender flowers 
On the garden lieda are blowing t 

What matters it though pleasont birds 
Among the leaves are singing ; 

And a myriad Uves, each passing hour. 
From mother-eikith are springing 1 

What matters it 1 For one bright flower 
Is pale, before them lying; 

And one dear life, one precious life, 

Is nnmber'd with the dying. 


4 
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Oh I ipring may oomo, and ■priog may go; 

Flowers, saniihine, cannot uaor them: 
Thia lising heart, this bHght young lift. 
Will be no Icoger near them. 

Two lights theiw were within the house, 
like angels round them moving; 

Oh I most these two be parted now. 

So lovely and so loving I 

No longer on tihe same soft coneh 
Their pleasant rest be takinu I 
No longer each other’s smina 
Be greeted aib their waking I 

No longer, by leach other's tide 
Over one book be bending I 
Take tb^ last li}ok, thy last embrace, 

That joy, that life is ending. 

Heneeforth then wilt be all alone ; 

What ehalt thon do, poor weeper t— 

Oh, hnman love I oh, hnman woe I 
1m there a pang yet deeper 1 

Ah I yea, the eyes perceive no more; 

The lajBt tlear word is spoken ; 

The hand returns no pressure now; 

Heart, heart., thou most be broken I 

Can it live on ^vitbout that love 
For which its pulse beat ever t 
Alas that loving, trusting hearts 
Mnst ache, and bleed, and sever I 

Child, cease thy mnnnnring; Ood is by 
To nuteal that mortal prison. 

'Mother, look np; for, like onr Lord, 

Thy bleasfid one is risen : 

Baise thy bow’d head, poor bniiaifd reed ; 

Hope comes to the believing. 

Father, be strong, be strong in faith; 

The dead, the dead is living I 

Even from outward things draw pease ; 

The long night-watch is ended ; 

The morning sun nprisetb now 
In new day-glory splendid. 
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So^^rongh the nisht of mortal life, 

Tour annl one uth etriven : 

The etenuJ snna ihine not eo bitght 
A* the redeem'd in bearen. 

To j<»n the spirite of the Jut 
Yoor ohoeen hath departed: 

Be oomforted, be comforted, 

Ye bmised and broken-hearted I 

_ Maitt ^owm. 


$tBi^ at Sfsij. 

Ir I had thought thou oouldet have died, 
I might not weep for thee; 

Bat I mrgot, when by thy dde, 

That thon oonldat mortal be: 

It never throngh my mind had put’ 

The time would e'er be o’er, 

And I on thee ebonld look my laat, 

And thon ahouldet amile no more I 
And atUl upon that face 1 look. 

And think 'twill smile again; 

And still the thought I will not brook, 
That I roust look in vain I 
But when I speak—^thou dost not uy 
What thou ne'er left’st nnsaid ; 

And now I feel, as well I may. 

Sweet Mary I thou art dea<l I 

If thou wouldst stay e'en u thou art. 

All cold and all serene— 

I still might press th^ silent heart. 

And where thy smiles have been I 
While e’en thy (mill bleak corse I have, 
Thon seemest still mine own; 

But there I lay thee in thy grave— 

And I am now alone I 
1 do not think, where’er thou art, 

Thou but forgotten me; 

And I. perhaps, may soothe this bean 
In tnuiking, t(x>, of thee: 

Yet there was round thee such a dawn 
Of light, ne’er seen before. 

As fancy never could have drawn, 

And never can restore 1 


Worn 
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of C^labtl. 

1h thu dim world of clouding cares, 

We rarely know, till wilder’d eye* 

See white wings lessening up the skies. 

The angels with us unawares. 

And thou hast stolen a jewel. Death 1 
Shall light thy dark np like a star, 

A beacon kindling from afar 
Our light of lore, and fainting faith. 

Through tears it gleams perpetually. 

And glitters through the thickest glooms. 

Till the eternal morning comes 
To light us o’er the jasper sea. 

With our best branch in tenderest leafi 

We’ve strewu the way our Lord doth come ; 
And, ready for the harvest home, 

His reapers bind our ripest sheaf. 

Our beautiful bird of light hath fled: 

Awhile she sat with folded wings— 

Sang round us a few hoverings— 

Then straightway into glory sped. 

And white-wing’d angels nurture her; 

With heaven’s white radiance robed and crown' 
And all love’s purple glory round. 

She summers on the hills of myrrh. 

Through childhood’s morning-land, serene 
She walk'd betwixt us twam, like love; 

While, in a robe of light above, 

Her better angel walk’d unseen. 

Till life’s highway broke bleak and wild j 
Then, lest her starry garments trail 
In mire, heart bleed, and courage fail, 

The angel’s arms caught up the child. 

Her wave of life bath backward roll’d 
To the great ocean ; on whose shore 
We wander up and down, to store 
Some treasures of the times of old; 
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And Mjt we teek and banger on 
For preciooB pearla and relics rare. 

Strewn on the aanda for ni to wear 
At heart, for lore of her that'a gone. 

O weep no more ! there vet ia balm 
In OUead I Love dotb ever ahed 
Rich healine where it neatlea—spread 
O'er desert ptliowB eome green palm I 

Strange glory etreame through life's wild rents, 
And through the open door of death 
We see the heaven that beckoneth 
To the belovdd going hence. 

God's ichor fills the hearts that bleed ; 

The best firuit loads the broken bongb •, 

* And in the woonds our safferinga ploagb, 
Immortal love sows sovereign seed. 

Mabskt. 


In Ml J«h. 

In youth I died, in maiden bloom; 

With gentle hand Death touch'd my cheek, 
And with his touch there came to me 
A spirit calm and meek. 

He took from me all wish to stay; 

He was so kind, I fear'd him not; 

My friends beheld my alow decline. 

And mourn'd my joyless lot. 

They saw bat sorrow, I descried 
The bliss that never fades away; 

They felt the shadow of the tomb, 

I mark'd the heavenly day. 

1 heard them sob, as throngh the night 
They kept their watch; then on my ear. 
Amid the sobbing, fell a Toioe 
Their apgaiMi could not hear. 
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“ Come end fe&r not t ” it aoiUj eried; 

“We wnit to leed thee to thy home:" 

Then leapt my apirit to reply, 

“ I oome I I long to oome 1" 

I heard them whUmr o’er my bedj— 

“ Another hour ana ehe muet die 1" 

I wae too weak to answer them. 

That endless life was nigL 

Another hour, with bitter tears 
Ther mourn'd me as untimely dead, 

Ana beard not how I sang a song 
Of triumph o'er their head. 

They bore me to the grave, and thought 
How narrow was my resUng-plaoe; 

Hy aoul was roving high and wide 

At will through boundless apace. ' 

They clothed tbemaelyes in robes of black, 
Through the aad aialea the requiem rang, 
Meanwhile the white-robed choirs of heaven 
A holy paean sang. 

Oft from my Paradise I oome 
To visit those I love on earth; 

I enter, unperoeived, the door; 

They sit around the bear^ 

And talk in sadden'd tones of me. 

As one that never con return; 

How little think they that I stand 
Among them as they mourn ! 

But Time will ease their nief, and Death 
Will purge the darkness from their eyes; 

Then shi^ they triumph when they le^-n 

Heaven’s solemn mysteries. AxoN. 


4foiTtslr]|s of 

Wexm the hours of Day are number'd, 
And the voices of the Night 
Wake the better soul, that clamber’d, 
To a holy, calm deUght; 
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Ere the ereiuBg kmpe are lighted. 

And, like phutonu grim and tall, 

Shedova from the fitfru fire-liffbt, 

Danoe upon the parlour waU; 

Then the forma of the departed 
Enter at the open door; 

The belorfid, the true-heaiied, 

Come to yiait me once more; 

He, the ^ong and strong, who eberiab'd 
Noble longmga for the ^rife. 

By the road-side fell and perish’d. 

Weary with the march of life 1 

They, the holy ones, and weakly, 

Who the croea of soflaring bm. 

Folded their pais hands ao meekly, 

Spake with oa on earth no more ; 

And with them the being beauteooa 
Who unto my ^oatb was gireu. 

More than all thu^ else to lore me, 

And ia now a saint in hearen. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep, 

Cornea that messenger dirine, 

Takes the vacant chair beside me, 

Lays her gentle hand in mine; 

And she aits and gazes at me 
With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like the stars, so still and saint-like. 

Looking downward from the skies. 

Utter'd no^ ^et comprehended. 

Is the spint'a roioelsas praver; 

Soft rebuke^ in blessinga enois^ 

Breathing from her lipa of air. 

O, though oft depress’d and lonely, 

^ my feaie are laid aside, 

If I but remember ool^ 

Such as these have bved and died I 

Losoixixow. 
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iLRgtl-iiinigf. 

Tbo 6 B hkltiog tone* that aoond to 70 a, 

Are not the tones I hear; 

But Toices of the lored and lost 
Then meet my longing ear. 

I hear my an gel mother's ▼oice— 

Those were the words she sung; 

I hear my brother's ringiog tones, 

As once oei earth they rung | 

And friends that walk in white above 
Come roun.d me like a cloud, 

And far above those earthly notes 
Their aingiiug sounds aloud. 

There may be discord as you say; 

Those voices poorly ring; 

But there's no discom in the strain 
Those npper spirits sing. 

For they who sing are of the blest. 

The calm and glorified, 

Whose honni are one eternal rest 
On heaven's sweet floating tide. 

Their life is music and accord; 

Their soulu and hearts keep time 

Id one sweet concert with the Lord— 

One concert vast, sublime. 

And through the hymns thev sang on earth, 
Sometimea a sweetness falli 

On those they loved and left below. 

And softly homeward calls. 

Bells from our own dear fatherland. 

Borne trembling o'er the sea— 

The narrow iiea tMt they have cross'd. 

The shored where we shall be. 

Oh sing, sing: on I beloved souls; 

Sing cares and ^efs to rest; 

SiK, till entrancM we arise 
'To join yom 'mid the blest. 

Mas. H. B. Stows. 
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ifet atsittn!- 

Tbou art not dead; thoa art not mue to dost; 

No line of all thy loveliness shiQl fall 

To formless rain, snaote by Time, and thrust 
Into the solemn ^If that covers all. 

Tlion canst not veholly perish, though the sod 
Sink with its violets closer to thy breast; 

Though by the feet of generations trod, 

Tlie bead-stone crumble from thy place of rest. 

I keep for thee the living love of old, 

And seek thy place in nature as a child 

Whose hand is parted from his playmates' hold. 
Wanders and cries along some dreary wild. 

When in the watches of my heart I hear 
The messages of purer life, and know 

The footsteps of thy spirit lingering near 
The darkness hides the way that I should go. 

Canst thou not bid the empty realms restore 
That form, the symbol of thy heavenly part ? 

Or in the fields of barren silence ponr 
Tljat voice, the perfect music of thy heart 1 

once I once beading to these widow'd lips 
Take back the tender warmth of life from me; 

Oh, let thy kisses cloud with swift eclipse 
The light of mine, and give me death with thee 1 

Batar]} Tatix>s. 


Jags jont bg. 

Iw the silence of my chamber 
When the night is still and deep. 
And the drowsy heave of ocean 
Matters in its charmdd sleep, 

0(11 hear the aD^l-voices 
That have thdlTd me long ago— 
Voices of my lost companions, 
Lying deep beneath the snow. 
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O, the garden 1 remember, 

In the ^7 and aonn^ eprinr, 

When onr laughter made the tbicketa 
And the arening alleyi ring I 

O the merrr buret of gladoMai 
O the sou and tender tone I 

O the wbieper never utter’d 
Save to one fond car alone! 

O the light of life that eparkled 
In thoee bright and bounteoua eyee! 

O the blush or happy beauty, 

Tell-tale of the heart's sorptiee I 

O the radiant light that girdled 
Field and forest, land and sea, 

When we all were young together. 

And the earth was new to me I 

Where are now the dowers we tended 1 
Wither’d, broken, branch and stem ; 

Where are now the ho^ we cherish’d f 
Scatter’d to the winu witli them. 

For ye, too, were flowers, ye dear ones I 
Nursed in hope and rear’d in love, 

Looking fondly ever upward 
To the clear blue heaven above. 

ATTOtTB. 


|( it not fbut to t^inK, 

la it not sweet to think, hereafter, 

When the spirit leaves this sphere, 

Love, with deathless wing, shall waft her 
To those she long hath monm’d for here 1 

Hearts, from which ’twas death to sevsi;. 
Eyes, this world can ne’er restore. 

There, as warm, as bright us ever, 

Shall meet us and be lost no more. 

Oh I if no other boon were given. 

To keep oar hearts from -wrong and stain. 
Who would not try to win a Heaven 
Where all we love shall live again 1 


Moou. 
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&asB SUfps* 

Tboc wert a Tision of delight 
To blew as givea; 

Beauty embodied to our eight, 

A lype of Heaven: 

So dear to ns thou wert. thou art 
Even lew thine own aeli than a part 
Of mine and of thy mother'a hei^ 

Uses Wappy! 

Qem of our hearth, our honwhold pride, 
Earth’s undefiled; 

Could love have eaved, thou hadst not died. 
Our dear, sweet child I 
Humbly we bow to God’s decree; 

Yet had we hoped that time should see 
Thee mourn for ua not us for thee, 

Cass Wappy ! 

Do what I may. go where I will. 

Thou meetat my sight; 

There dost thou glide bw>re me still— 

A form of light 1 

I feel thy breath upon mr cheek— 

I see thee smile, I near thee speak— 

Till, oh I my heart is like to break, 

Casa Vappy I 

s > • • • 

The nursery shows thy pictured wall. 

Thy bat, thy bow, 

Thy olMk and Irannet, club and ball; 

But where art thou t 
A comer holds thine empty obair, 

Thy playthings idly soatler’d there. 

But speak to ns of our despair, 

Casa “Wappy I 


And though, perchance, a smile may gleam 
Of casual mirth. 

It doth not own, whate’er may seem. 

An inward birth: 

* Tbs Hir-ooBiemd pst DsoM or sa lolbot too of Uis poet, token Com eortS 
oftetsvsfy MeriUnees. 
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We iDua thy email step on the etair ; 

We miae thee at thine eTening prayer; 

All day we miaa thee, ererywoere, 

Cau Wappy I 

• • • • • 

Then be to ni, O dear, lost child I 
With beam of lore, 

A star, death's nncongenial wild 
Smiling above; 

Soon, toon thy little feet have trod 
The skyward path, the aeraph'a road, 

That led thee back from man to Ood, 

Caea Wappy 1 

« • • • • 

Farewell, then—for a while, farewell— 

Pride of my heart I 
It cannot be that long we dwell, 

Thns tom apart: 

Time's ahadowa like the abuttle flee; 

And dark howe’er life's night may b^ 

Beyond the grave I'll meet with thee, 

Casa Wappy I Moin. 


?bBi ^ob o&n tbri; $35. 

Tbat name I how often every day 
We spake it and we heard; 

It was to ns, 'mid tasks or play, 

A common household word. 

Tfs breathdd yet, that name—bat oh t 
How solemn now the sonnd 1 
One of the sanctities which throw 
Such awe onr homes around. Trskcii. 


^troismt of |)omr. 

There are homesteads which have witness'd deeds 
Tbat battle-fields, with all their banner’d pomp. 
Have tittle to compare witK Life’s play 
May, so it have an actor great enough, 

Be well perform'd upon a humble stoge. 


BiaasTOK. 
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POEMS 

OP 

FREEDOM AND PATRIOTISM. 


W| most b« tn» or 41a, irho tpaak tba toofua 
That Shaioapaara apaka; tba Mth aad oorala bold 
Whioti MUtoo bald.—Is eTery tbliif wa art apmof 
Of Eartb'a flrat blood, hare Utica oiaiiifoliL 

WoiMwosre. 


Wbai la U that yoo would Impart to uaT 
If tt ba aafht toward Um ganaral good, 

6al boooor In ooa aja, aad daalb I* tba otbar. 

And I wtU look oo both lodiffarcQUy: 

Tbr, la( tba goda ao apaad ma, aa I loaa 
Tba nama of booow raoca than I Mar daalb. 

dBAOtrdaJA 


Patrtota bara toll'd, and ta tbair ODaoiry'a oaoaa 
Bkadooblj: and ibatr daada, aa tbay daaarra, 
Baealra prt^ laoompaDac Wa gira la ebarga 
Tbetr aamca to tba awaat tjnra. Tba bUiorlo muaa. 
Proud of tba traaaiua. martbaa with tt dowa 
To lalaat tlaiaa; aad leuiptare, la bar lura, 

Qivaa bond la atooe and cT«r-darlnf braaa 
To guard tbom, aod i* immortauae bar trasL 


COWflL 








POEMS 


Of 

FREEDOM AND PATRIOTISM. 


Jibnlg. 

Yb eloudal that far above me float aod pauae, 
Wboae pathleae march do mortal may control! 
Ye Ooean-Wavee I that, wheresoe'er ye roll, 

Yield homage odIt to eternal laws I 
Ye Woods! that listen to the night-bird's singing, 
Midway the smooth and perilous slope reclined, 
Save when your own impenons branches, swinging, 
. Have made a solemn masie of the wina I 
Where, like a man beloved of God, 

Through glooms, which never woodman trod. 

How oft, pursuing fiineies holy, 

My mMnlignt wav o’er flowering weeds I wound. 
Inspired Deyona the ness of mlly, 

By each rude shape and wild unconquerable sound I 
O ye loud Waves! and 0 ye Forests high I 
And O ye Clouds that &r above me soar’d ! 

Thou rising Sun! thou bine reioicing Sky I 
Yea, every thing that is, and will he free ! 

Bear witness for me, wheresoe'er ye be. 

With what deep worship I have still adored 
The spirit of divinest Liberty. 


CoLBUnoB. 
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yuitdj. 

Tia liberty alone that girea the flower 
Of fleeting life ite Inetre and perfnme ; 

And we are weeds without it. All constraint, 
Except what wisdom lays on eril men, 

Is evil; hurts the faculties, impedes 
Their progress in the road of science, blinds 
The eyesight of discovery, and begets 
In those that sufler it a sordid mind, 

BestLal, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man’s noble form. 

COWPBU. 


§arb'B Song of J'rttbom. 

Loud into pomp sonorous swell the chords 1 
Like linkdd lemons march the melodies! 

Till the full rapture swept the Bard along, , 

And o'er the listeners rush'd the stream of song 1 

And the Dead spoke I From cairns and kingly naves. 
The Heroes call’d;—and saints from earliest shrines. 
And the Land spoke ! Mellifluous river-waves; 

Dim forests awful with the rosir of pines; 

Mysterious caves from legend-haunteu deeps; 

And torrents flashing from untrodden steeps;— 

The Land of Freedom called upon the Free! 

All Nature spoke ; the clarions of the wind •, 

The organ-swell of the majestic sea; 

The choral stars; the Universal Mind 
Spoke, like the voice from which the world began, 

“ No chain for Nature and the Soul of Man ! ” 

As leaps the war-fire on the beacon hills, 

Leapt in each heart the lofty flame divine ; 

As into sunlight flash the molten rills, 

Flash'd the glad claymores, lightening lino on line ; 
From cloud to cloud, as slumber speeds along. 

From rank to rank rush’d forth the choral song. 

Woman and child—all caught the fire of men ; 

'To its own Heaven that Hallelujah rang; 

Life to the spectres had return’d again, 

And from the grave an armed nation sprang. 

E B. LTProN. 
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C^Uon. 

Etbrhal spirit of the cbsioless Mind ! 

Brightest in dungeons, Liberty t thon srt. 

For there thy haoitation is the heart— 

The heart, Which love of thee alone can bind ; 
And when thy sons to fetters are consign'd— 

To fetters, and the damp vaull's tlaylsss gloom, 
Their country conquers with their martyrdom, 
And Freedom's fame finds wings on every wind. 
ChilloQ ! thy prison is a holy place, 

And thy aaa floor an altar—for 'twaa trod, 

Until hia very steps hare left a trace 
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod, 

By BonnivaH !—May none those marks efiiace ! 
For they appeal from tyranny to Ood. 

Btrof. 


^nliquiig of Jntbom. 

Hkrs are old trees, tall oaks and gnarled pines. 

That stream with gray-green mosses; here the ground 
Was never trench’d by spade, snd flowers spring up 
Unsown, and die ungather’d. It is sweet 
To linger here, among the flitting birds 
And leaping squirrels, wandering brooks, and winds 
Tliat shake the leaves, and scatter, as they pass, 

A fragrance from the cedars, thickly set 

With pale blue berriea. In these peaceful shades— 

Peaeetul, unpruned, immeasurably old— 

My thoughts go op the long dim path of years. 

Back to the earliest days of liberty. 

Oh Frudov t thon art not, as poets dream, 

A fair young girl, with light and delicate limbe. 

And wavy tresses gushing from the cap 
With which the Boman master crown’d hia slave 
When he took OS' the gyvea A bearded man. 

Arm’d to the teeth, art thon; one mailed hand 
Orasns the broad shield, and one the sword; thy brow, 
Olorions in beauty though it be, is scarr’d 
With tokens of old wars; thy massive limbe 
Are strong with struggling. Power at thee has launeli’d 
His bolts, and with his ligntnings smitten thee; 



242 


PoaiS or rRKEDOM asd pateiotisx. 


They oouJd not quench the life thon hast from heaven. 
Mercileae power baa dug thy dungeon deep, 

And his awart armourera, by a thousand nj^. 

Have forged thy chain; yet, while he deems thee bound. 
The links are shiver'd, and the prison walls 
Fall outward; terribly thou apringest forth, 

As springs the flame above a Durning pile. 

And ahoutest to the nations, who return 
Thy shoutings, while the jwle oppressor flies. 

Thy birthright was not given by human bands; 

Thou Wert twin-bom with man. In pleasant fiel Is, 
While yet our race was few, thon sat'at with him, 

To tend the quiet flock and wahdi the stars. 

And teach the reed to utter simple airs. 

Thou by his side amid the tangled wood. 

Didst war upon the panther and the wolf. 

His only foes; and thou with him didst draw 
The earliest furrows on the mountain side. 

Soft with the deluge. Tyranny himself. 

Thy enemy, although of reverend look, 

Hoary with many years, and far obey'd. 

Is later bom than thou; and as he meets 
The grave defiauce of tliine elder eye. 

The usurper trembles in his fastnesses. 

Thou shalt wax stronger with the lapse of years, 

But he shall fade iuto a feebler age; 

Feebler, yet subtler. He shall weave his snares. 

And spring them on thy careless steps, and clnp 
His wither'd hands, and from their ambush call 
His hordes to fall upon thee. He shall send 
Quaint maskers, wearing fair and gallant forms. 

To catch thy gaze, and uttering (graceful words 
To charm thy ear; while his sly imps by stealth 
Twine round thee threads of steel, light thread on thread 
That grow to fetters; or bind down thy arms 
With chains conceal'd in chaplets. Oh! not yet 
Mayst thou unbrace thy corslet, nor lay by 
Thy sword; nor yet, O Freedom 1 close thy lids 
In slumber; for thine enemy never sleeps, 

And thou must watch and combat till tne day 
Of the new eartli and heaven. But wouldst thou rest 
Awhile from tumult and the frauds of meu. 

These old and friendly solitudes invite 
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Tb/ Tiait. The;, while yet the foreat-treee 
Were young upon the nnTiolated earth, 

And yet the moas-ataina on the rock were new, 

Beheld thy glorioua childhood, and rejoiced. 

Brtaiit. 


Jtm 1||( “ on tt[t of l{|t IPaiu of tSUllinglon." 

Wbo ia he that cometh, like an honour'd gueat, 

With banner and with muaic, with aoldier and with priest. 
With a nation weeping, and breaking on my reat t 
Mighty seaman, this ia he 
Waa great by land aa thou by sea. 

Thine island loves thee well, thou fiunons man. 

The greatest sailor since our world began. 

Now, to the roll of muffled drama. 

To thee the greatest soldier cornea; 

For this is he 

Waa great by land aa thou by sea ; 

Hia martial wisdom kept us free; 

0 warrior-seaman, this ia be. 

This is England's greatest son. 

Worthy of our gorgeous rites. 

And worthy to be laid by thee; 

He that gain'd a buudrod fights. 

And never lost an English gun ; 

He that in his earlier dav 
Against the myriads of Assays 
Clash'd with his fiery few and won: 

And underneath another sun 
Made the soldier, led him on. 

And ever great and greater grew. 

Beating from the wasted vines 
Ail their maishals' bandit swarms 
Bock to France with countless blows; 

Till their host of eagles flew 
Past the Pyreuean pines. 

Follow'd up in valley and glen 
With blare of bugle, clamour of men. 

Roll of cannon and clash of arms. 

And England pouring on her foes. 

Such a war had such a close. 
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He withdrew to brief repose. 

Agein their rsTeniDg eegle rose 

In ens^r. wheel'd on Enrope-ehedowing wings. 

And barRing for the thrones of kings, 

Till one that sought but Duty's iron crown 
On that loud Sabrath shook the spoiler dosm ; 

A day of onsets of despair I 

DashM on evejy rocky sqnare 

Their surging charges foam'd themselves away ; 

Last, the IVusaian trumpet blew ; 

Through the lung-tormented air 
Heaven Bash'd a sudden jubilant ray, 

And dosrn we swept and charged and overthrew. 

So great a soldier taught us there, 

What loog-enduring hearts couhl do 
In that world's-earuiquake, Waterloo! 

Mighty seaman, tender and true, 

And pure as he from taint of craven gnils, 

O savionr of the silver-coasted isle, 

O shaker of the Baltic and the Nila, 

If aught of things that here be&ll 
Touch a spirit among things divine. 

If love of oountiT move thee there at all, 

Be glad because his bones are laid by thine ! 

And through the centuries let a people's voioe 
In full accuiim, 

A people’s voice, 

The proof and echo of all human fame, 

A people's voice, when they rejoice 
At cine revel and pomp and game. 

Attest their great commanders claim, 

With honour, honour, honour, honour to him. 

Eternal honour to his name. 

Tehetboe. 


Co Stilton. 

Mjltoic I thou shouldst be living at this hour: 
England bath need of thee . she is a fen 
Of stagnant waters: altar, swonl, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower. 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men, 

Ob I raise ns up, return to us again; 
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And (CITS os maimeis, Tirtoe. fresdom, power. 

Tbj soul was like a star, ana dwelt ap^: 

Thoa hast a roioe whose aoond was like the aea: 
Pure as the naked hearens, majeetic, bwe, 

So didst thou travel on life’s coninioD waj, 

In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself diiut l ay. 

■WOEDBWORTH. 


CnjjlBnk. 

I tbatxll’d among unknown men. 

In lands beyond the sea; 

Nor, England I did I know till then 
What love I bore to thee. 

Tis past that melancholy dream I 
Nor will I quit thy shore 

A second time; for still I seem 
To love thee more and more. 

Among thy monntains did I feel 
The joy of my desire j 

And she I cherish’d turn'd her wheel 
Beside an English fire. 

Tl^ mornings ahow’d, thy nights conceal'd 
The bowers where Lucy play’d ; 

And thin e too is the last green field 
That Lacy’s eyes survey'd. 

WOROSWORTB. 


iffe" of #Bsnt’s ftnlogs on CngUulh. 

Tbis royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle. 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 

*nii8 fortress, built by nature for herself 
Against infection, and the hand of war; 

Tbis happy breed of men, this little world. 
This precious stone set in the silver sea. 
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Or as A moat defensive to a house, 

Against the enry of less happier lands ; 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this Ungland, 
This nuree, this teeming womb of royal kins^ 

Fear’d by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Benownld for their deeds as far from home 
(For Christian service, and true chivalry) 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry, 

Of the world’s ransom, blessed hdary's son : 

This laud of such dear sonls, this dear, dear land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world. 

SaAKXBFSAa& 


Srifahr. 

Too Bsk me why, though ill at ease. 

Within this remon I subsist. 

Whose spirits mil within the mist. 

And languish for the purple seas 1 

It is the land that linemen till, 

That sober-suited Freedom choee; 

The land where, girt with fnends or foes, 

A man may speak »e thing he will; 

A land of settled government, 

A land of just and old renown, 

Where Freedom broadens slowly down, 
From precedent to precedent; 

Where faction seldom gathers head. 

But by degrees to fulDess wrought; 

The strength of some diffusive thought 
Hath time and space to work and spread. 
Should banded unions persecute 
Opinion, and induce a time 
Where single thought is civil crime. 

And individual freedom mute; 

Though Power should make from land to land 
The name of Britain trebly great— 

Tbongh every channel of the state 
Should almoet choke with golden sand ; 

Yet waft me from the harbour-mouth. 

Wild wind I I seek a warmer sky. 

And I will see before I die 
The palms and temples of the South. 


TltNNTSON. 
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^obt of Cnglanb. 

Enolaitd, witb all th; baits, I love thes still— 

Mr coactry! and while jet a nook is left 
'Where Ecglish minds and msDoers may be found, 
Shall be eoastrain'd to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be 6ekle, and thy year most part defomiM 
With dripping rains, or wither’d by a frost, 

I would not yet exchange thy snlteu skies, 

And fields without a flower, for warmer France 
With all her vines; nor for Ansonia’s grovss 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowers. 

To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my task : 

But I can feel thy fortunes, and partake 
Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel 
'Thy follies too; and with a just disdain 
Frown at efl'eminates, whose very looks 
Reflect dishonour on the land 1 love. 

COWPEK. 


^ttT btar ftir. 

O DEAR Britain I O my Mother Isle I 

Needs must thou prove a name roost dear and holy 

To me, a son, a brother, and a friend, 

A husband, and a father 1 who revere 

All bonds of natural love, and find them all 

Within the limits of thy rocky shorea 

O native Britain I O my Hotner Tale 1 

How should’st thou prove aught else but dear aud holy 

To me, who from thy lakes and roountaiir-hills. 

Thy clouds, thy quiet dales, thy rooks and sem. 

Have dmnic in all my intellectual life. 

All sweet seusalions, all eunohling thoughts, • 

All adoration of the God in nature. 

All lovely and all honourable things, 

'Whatever makes this mortal spirit feel 
The joy and srrestneas of its future bei^ I 
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There Htm nor form uor feeliog in my muI 
UnboiTow’d from my conutry, O divine 
And Leaateous iaiand! thou boat been my eole 
And moet magnificent temple, in the which 
I walk with awe, and aing my atately aonga, 

Loving the Ood that made me I 

COUCIUDOE. 


IPrn of Snglanb. 

Mm of England I who Inherit 
Righta tn^at cost your airea their blood 1 
Hen whoan ondegenerate apirit 

Haa been provt^ on land and flood;— 

By the foea ye’ve fought unooontad, 

By the glorious deeds ye've done, 
Trophies captured—breaches mounted— 
Kavies conquer'd—kingdoms won 1 

Yet remember, England gathers 
Hence but fruitless wreaths of fame, 

If the freedom of your fathera 
Glow not in your hearts the same. 

What are monnmenta of bravery, 

Where no public virtues bloom 1 
What avail in lands of slavery, 

Trophied templea, arch, and tomb I 

Pageants !—Let the world revere os 
ror our people’s righta and laws. 

And the breasts of civic heroes 
Bared in Freedom's holy cause. 

Yours are Hampden's, Ruaaell'a glory, 
Sydney's matchless shade is yours— 
Martyrs in lieroio story, 

Worth a hundred Aginoourta I 

We're the sons of sires that baffled 
Crown’d and mitred tyran^:— 

They defied the field and scaCfold 
For their birthrights—so will we I 


CAMrBM.T. 



roots or r&utooic Airo patbiotism. 


249 


Csr JRifltf are itabgl ^ucth^I 

A SONO rOR VOLtTHTEERS. 

Wno says we are craven and cold, 

Unworthy the land of oar sires:— 

That our souls worship nothing but gold, 
Thst quench’d are our patriot fires I 
They lie I—For our dear native land. 
Brown’d from the ages afar. 

Prepared against all foes we stand, 

Ohr Bifles are ready! Hurrah I 

Then up with the Biflel Hurrah ! 

Our isle is the home of the free. 

It owus neither tyrant nor slave; 

To defend it on land or on sea. 

We have hearts ever ready and brave. 

And if ever a despot should dare 
To threaten invasion or war, 

We’d soon give him cause to beware 
Of us and our Riflea Hurrah 1 

Our Rifles are ready I Hurrah I 
SaoRTBR 


fnu Bith JTocbUs- 

Wb love 

The king who loves the law, respects his bounds. 
And reigns content within them: him we serve 
Freely, and with delight, who leaves us free; 

But recollecting still that he is man. 

We trust him not too far. King though he be, 
And king in England too, he may be weak. 

And vain enough to be ambitious still; 

May exercise amiss bis proper powers. 

Or covet more than freemen choose to grant: 
Beyond that mark is treason. He is ours 
To administer, to guard, to adorn the state, 

But not to warp or change it. We are his 
To serve him nobly in the common cause. 

True to the death, but not to be bis slavea 
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Mark now the difference, ye that boast your love 
Of kings, between yonr loyalty and ours. 

We, love the msn, the paltry pageant, yon: 

We, the chief patron of the commonwealth; 

Ton, the regardless author of its woes: 

We, for the sake of liberty, a king; 

Yon, chains and bondage ror a tyrant's sake: 

Onr love is principle, and has its root 
In reason—is indicions, manly, free; 

Yonrs, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod. 

And licks the foot that treads it in the dust; 

Were kingship as true treasure as it seems. 
Sterling, and worthy of a wise man’s wish, 

I would not be a king to be beloved 
Causeless, and daub’d with dndisceming praise, 
Where love is mere attachment to the wrone, 

Not to the man who fills it as be onght. 

COWPER. 


^tnij il?. to Solbiets bt£m 

Okcb more nnto the breach, dear friends, once more 
Or close the wall up with our Dnglisb dead ! 

In peace, there’s nothing so becomes a man 
As modest stillness and humility; 

Rut when the blast of war blows in our ears. 

Then imitate the action of the tiger; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage: 

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head 
Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o’erwhelm it, 
As fearfully as doth a galidd rock 
O'erhang and jutty hia confounded base. 

Swill’d with the wild and waateful oceah. 

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril Wide, 
Hold hard the breath, and hend np eve^ spirit 
To hie full height I—On, on, you noble ^giish, 
Whose blood is fetch’d from fathers of war-pro6f! 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have, in these parts, from mom till even fought, 
And sheathed their swords foi lack of argument; 
Dishonour not yonr motheM ; now attest, 

That those whom yon call'd fathers did beget yon! 
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Be copy no'w to men of grosser Mood, 

And Usch them how to wnr !—And ton, good jeomen, 

'Whose limbs were made in Englana, show ns here 

The mettle of jour pasture; let ui swear 

That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not; 

For there is none of you so mean and base 

That hath not noble lustre in TOUr eyes. 

I see yon stand like greybounds in the slijia, 
Straining upon the start. The mme’s a-foot; 

Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge, 

Cry—O’od for Harry, England I and Saint George ! 

SHansraARB. 


^ntilc of SiUU. 

Op Nelson and the North, 

Sing the glorious day’s renown, 

'When to battle fierce came forth 
All the might of Denmark's crown. 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone ; 

By each gun the lighted braoa. 

In a bola determined hand. 

And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. 

Like leviathans afloat 

Lav their bulwarks on the brine ; 

While the sira of battle flew 
On the lofty British line: 

It was ten of April mom by the chime; 

As they drifted on their path. 

There was silence deep as death; 

And the boldest held his breath. 

For a time.— 

But tbs might of England flush’d 
To anticipate the scene; 

And her van the fleeter rush’d 
O’er the deadly space between. 

“ Hearts of oak t ” our captains cried ; when each gau 

From its adamantine lips 

Spread a death>shade round the ships. 

Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. 
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Agmiu ! sgiuD ! I 
And the haroc did not alack. 

Till a feeble cheer, the Dane, 

To onr cheering, sent na back :— 

Their shoU along the deep slowly boom;— 
Then ceased—a^ all is wail, 

As they strike the shatter'd sail; 

Or, in conflagration pale, 

Light the gloom,— 

Out spoke the victor then. 

As he bail'd them o'er the wave; 

** Ye are brothers I ye are men I 
And we conquer but to save:— 

So peace instead of death let us bring; 

But yield, proud foe, thr fleet. 

With the crews, at England's feet. 

And make submission meet 
To our king.”— 

Tlieu Denmark bless’d our chief, 

That he gave her wounds repose; 

And the sounds of joy and grief 
From her people wildly rose. 

As Death withdrew his shauea from the day. 
While the sun look'd shining bright, 

O'er a wide and woful sight. 

Where the fires of funeral light 
Died away. 

Now ioy. Old England, raise ! 

For the tidings of thy might, 

^ the festal cities' blaze. 

While the wine-cup shines in light: 

And yet amidst that joy and uproar, 

Let us think of them that sleep, 

Full man^ a fathom deep, 

By t^ wild and stormy steep, 

.^inore! 

Brave hesrta I to Britain’s pride 
Once so faithful and so true, 

On the deck of fame that died, 

With the gallant good Riou; 

Soil sigh the winds of heaven o'er their gravel 
While the billow mournful rolls, 

And the mermaid's song condoles, 

Singing glory to tbe souls 
Of the brave I 


CajfPBXU. 
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||rni;{ 9.‘t hfou SbIUa of ^gnuoart. 

WmL —O that W8 now hB<l hero 
But one ten thooeand of thou men in England 
That do no work to-day I 
K. Hen. —What's he that wishes so t 
My cousin Westmoreland 1 —No, my fair oousin; 

If we are mark’d to die, wa are enough 
To do our country loss; and, if to lire, 

The fewer men the greater share of honour. 

Ood's will! I pray thee, wish not one man more. 

By JoTe, I am not covetous for gold ; 

Nor care I who doth feed npon my cost; 

It yearns me not if men my garments wear; 

Such outward things dwell not in my desires: 

But, if it be a sin to covet honour, 

I am the moat offeuding soul alive. 

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England. 
Ood's peace I I would not lou so great an honour. 

As one man more, methinka, would share from me, 
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more: 
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host, 
That he who bath no stomach to this fight. 

Let him depart; bis passport shall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his puru: 

We would not die in that man's company, 

That fears his fellowship to die witli us. 

This day is call'd the Feast of Crispian: 

He that outlives this day, and comes ufe home, 

Will stand a-tiptoe when this day is named, 

And rouM him at the name of Crapian. 

He that shall live this day, and see old age» 

Will, yearly on the vigil, feast bit friends 
And say—" To-morrow is Saint Crispian I" 

Then will he strip h'ls tluve, and show his scars, 

And say—“These wounds I had on Crispin's day." 
Old men forget, yet all shall be forgot, 

But he'll remember, with advantages. 

What feats he did that day. Then shall our names,. 
Familiar in their mouths as household-words,— 
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Oloster,— 

Be in their flowing cups frasbly remember'd ;— 

This story shall the gooilman teach his un; 
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And CrUpin Crispian ahall ne'er go by, 

From thu time to the ending of the world, 

But we in it ehall be remember’d;— 

We few, we happy few, we baud of brothers— 

For he, to-day, tnat sheds his blood with me. 

Shall Ira my brother; be he ne'er so vile. 

This day s^U gentle his condition: 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, 

SbaU think themselves accursed they were not here; 
And bold their manhoods cheap, while any speaks 
That fonght with us upon Saint Crispin's ^y. 

Shakespeabe, 


$attlr xtf ^Estb^. 

A LAr or THE PDRITAirS. 

Ob ! wherefore come ye forth, in triumph from the north. 

With your hands, and your feet, and your raiment all red ? 
And wherefore doth your rout send form a joyous shout i 
And whence be the grapes of the wine-press which ye tread ? 

Uh eTil was the root, and bitter was the Grnit, 

And crimson was the jnice of the vintage that we trod; 

For we trampled on the throng of the haughty and the strong, 
Who sate m the high places, sod slew the saints of God! 

Like a servant of the Lord, with his Bible and his sword. 

The General rode along us to form us for the fight, 

When 0 murmnrlng sound broke out, and swell’d into a shout, 
Among the godless horsemen upon the tyrant’s right. 

And hark! like the roar of the billows on the shore. 

The cry of battle rises along their charging line I 
For God I fur the Cause I for the Church 1 fur the Laws I 
For Charles, King of England, and Bupert of the Rhine 1 

The furious German comes with his clarions and his drums. 

His braroes of Alsatia and pages of Whitehall, 

They are bursting on our flanlu. Grasp your pikes—close your 
ranks:— 

For Rupert never comes but to conquer or to fall. 

They are here:—they rush on. We arc broken—^we are gone;— 
Our left is home before them h^te stuhhie on the blast. 

O Lord, put forth thy might I O Lord, defeud the right! 

Stand back to back in God's name, and light it to the last. 
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Scoot Skippon hath a woond:—the centre hath given gioond;— 
Hark! hark I—Whet mesna the trampling of horsemen on 
our rear? 

^Vhose banner do I tee, bojt 7 Tit he, thank God I ’tit he, boj t. 
Bear op another minnte. Brave Oliver it here. 

Their headi all Hooping lovr, their points all in a row, 
lake a whirlwind on the treet, like a deluge on the djrkei. 
Our cnirattien have burst on the ranks of the Accurst, 

And at a shock have scatter'd the forest of his pikes. 

Macaulay. 


S^Biincis of fingltuib. 

Ya marinera of England, 

That guard our native seas; 

Whose nag has biaved, a thousand yeun, 
The battle and the breeze! 

Your glorious staudard launch again 
To match another foe, 

And sweep through the deep 
While the stormy winds do blow; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 

Sh^ start from every wave!— 

For the deck it was their field of lame, 
And Ocean was their grave: 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell. 
Your inauly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep 
While the stormy winds do blow; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark. 

No towers along the steep; 

Her march is o'er the mouiitaiu-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak. 

She quells the floods below,— 

As they roar on the shore 
When the stormy winds do blow: 

When the battle rsgea loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 
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The meteor-ilag of England 
Shall yet terrific bam ; 

Till danger’s troubled night depart, 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-warriors, 

Onr song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

When the storm hath ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

Campbell. 


Honu C^ong^s, front Sin. 

Noblt, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the north-west died 
away; 

Sonset ran, one glorions blood-red, reeking into Cadiz bay; 
Blnish 'mid the naming water, f^ in face Trafalgar lay ; 
Id the dimmest north-east distance, dawn’d Gibraltar grand 
and gray; 

" Here and here did England help me,—how can I help 
England 1"—say. 

Whoso tarns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise and 

While Jove's planet rises yonder, silent over Africa. 

BaowHiKO. 


I^olitirsl tfrcRtiuss. 

Nor happiness, nor majesty, nor fame. 

Nor peace, nor strength, nor skill in arms or arts, 
Shepnerd those herds whom tyranny makes tame; 
Verse echoes not one beating of their hearts: 
History is bat the shadow of their shame; 

Art veils her gloes, or from the pageant starts. 

As to oblivion their blind millions fleet 1 
Staining that heaven with obscene imagery 
Of their own likeness. What are numbers, knit 
By force or cnstom 1 Man who mm wonld be, 
Mast rule the empire of himself; in it 
Mast be sapreme, establishing his throne 
On vanqnish’d will, quelling the anarchy 
Of hopes and fears, being himself alone. 


Sbellet. 
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Jmiam of jibiijKiBnIl. 

nix TO BIB WITE. 

Wbeb I wedded tbve. 

The lend wee free I O ! with whet pride I oied 
To walk those hilla, snd look np to my Qod, 

And bless him that it was so 1 It was free!— 

From end to end, from cliff to lake 'twas free !— 

Free as our torreuts are, that leap our rooks, 

And plough our valleys, without askins leave ; 

Or as our peaks that wear their cape of snow. 

In very presence of the regal sun I 
How ^ppy was I in it then I I loved 
Its very storms 1 Yea, Emma, I have sat 
In my boat at night, when, midway o'er the lake. 

The stars went out, and dosrn the mountain Mrge 
The wind came roaring—I have sat and eyed 
The thunder breaking from his cloud, and smiled 
To see him shake his ughtnings o'er my head, 

Ajid think 1 had no master save his own ! 

You know the jutting cliff, round which a track 
Up hither winds, whoee is but the brow 
To such another one, with scanty room 
For two a-breaet to pass 1 O'ertaken there 
By the mountain blast, I’ve laid me flat along; 

And while gust follow’d gust more furiously. 

As if to sweep me o’er the horrid brink. 

And I have thought of other lands, whose storms 
Are summer flaws to those of mine, and just 
Have wish’d me there—the thought that mine was free 
Has check'd that wish, and 1 have raised my head. 
And cried in thraldom to that fhrious wind. 

Blow on 1 This is the land of liberty I 

Kxowles. 


(ill an PiranlMnf. 

Ye crags and peaks, I’m with you once again 1 
I hold to you the bands you first beheld. 

To show they still are free. Methinks I bear 
A Spirit in your echoes answer me, 

Ana bid your tenant welcome home, again 1 


a 
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Hail!—Hail I 0 sacred forms, how proud you look 1 
How high you lift your heads into the sky ! 

How huge you are I how mighty, and how free I 
How do yon look, for all your bardd brows, 

More gorgeously majestical than kinge 
Whose loimed coronets exhaust the mine I 
Ye are the thinn that tower—that shine—whose smile 
Makes glad—sMiose frown is terrible—whose forme. 
Robed or unrobed, do all the impress wear 
Of awe dirine—whose subject nerer kneels 
In mockery, becaase it is your boast 
To keep him free! ye guards of liberty, 

Fm with yov once again I—I call to you 
With all my voice I I hold my hands to you 
To show they still are free I I rush to you 
As though I could embrace yon ! 


Scaling yonder peak, 

I saw an eagle wheeling near its brow; 

O'er the abyss his broad expanded wings 
Lay calm and motionless u^n the air. 

As if he floated there without their aid, 

^ the sole act of his nnlorded will 
Tut buoy’d him proudly up. Instinctively 
I strung my bow; yet kept he rounding stdl 
His airy circle, as in the delight 
Of measuring the ample range beneath, 

And round arout, abwrb'd he heeded not 

The death that threaten'd him!—1 could not shoot 1— 

Twas liberty: I turn’d the shaft aside, 

And let him soar away I 

EirowLxa. 


^Blriot's ipaii-foorh. 

"Mak* way for liberty!' ho cried— 
“Make way for liberty,” and died ! 

In arms the Austrian phalanx stood, 
A living wall, a human wood; 
Impregnable their front appears. 

All horrent with projecteo spears. 




rona or trczdoii aito rATuionsK. 


2sa 


Oppoied to these, a horeriug baud 
Coutended for their fatberUnd ; 

Peasants, whose oew-foond strength had broke 
From manly necks the ignoble yoke; 

MsrshsU'd ones more to freedom'e oall, 

They came to conquer or to fislL 

And now the work of life nod death 
Hung on the paesiDg of a breath ; 

The fire of confijcl bum'd within ; 

The battle trembled to beein ; 

Yet, while the Austrians held their ground, 

Point for assault was nowhere fnond; 

Where'er the impatient Switcen taaed, 

The unbroken line of lanoea biased ; 

That line't were suicide to meet. 

And perish at their t 3 rranta' feet. 

Yet Ssritserland is in the field. 

She will not fly, she cannot yield. 

Few were the numbeie she oould boast; 

But every freeman was a host, 

And felt as’t were a secret known 
That one should tom the scale alone; 

While each unto himself was be 
On wliose sole arm hung victory. 

It did depend on one, indeed ; 

Behold him—A bkoU) Winkkluieo: 

There sounds not to the trump of Fame 
The echo of a nobler name. 

Unmark'd, he stood amid the throng, 

In rumination deep and lon^ 

Till you might see, with sudden grace, 

The very thought come o'er hie face ; 

And, by the motion of his form. 

Anticipate the bursting storm; 

And, by the upliftiug of hie brow. 

Tell where the bolt would strike, and how. 

But't was no sooner thought than done,- - 
The field was in a moment won 1 
“ Make way for liberty I" he cried. 

Then ran with arms extended wide. 

As if hie dearest friend to dasp; 

Ten spears he swept within hia grasp. 

/ 
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*■ Mjik« way for liberty t ” be cried; 

Their keeu puinta paaa'd from aide to aide ; 

He bow'd amongat them like a tree. 

And tbua made way for liberty. 

Swift to the breach hia comradea fly,— 

“ Make way for liberty I" they cry, 

And through the Auatrian phalanx dart, 

Aa ruah'd the apeara through Arnold's heart; 
While, inatantaneoua sa hia fall, 

Bout, ruiu, piiuie, aeized them all: 

An earthqualLe could not overthrow 
A city with a. aorer blow. 

Tbua Switserland again was free; 

Tbua Death coade way for liberty 1 

MoarooicBST. 


(o a irrong^ from l^r af Cislli.* 

Ibo WOOtf>flra't blAB*. 

wbeo '«f b>ur*i lun g\mm eoid, 

ItM florloot ulM of oUer diijt 
Max pTfradlj yet bo lold; 

Forget not tbea ibo ■bepbord-ne^ 

Wbo oiMle tho Mrtb ft bolj pUoo 1 SrnmSmff. 

Wbzvok art them, flower I From holy ground 
Where freedom's foot bath been I 
Yet bugle-blast or trumpet-sound 
Ne’er ebook that solemn acene. 

Flower of a noble field I thy birth 
Was not where spears have croae'd. 

And shiver’d helms have strewn the earth. 

Midst banners won and lost: 

But whare the sunny hues and showers 
Unto thy cup were given, 

There met high hearts at midnight honra. 

Pure hands were raised to heaven ; 

And vowa were pledged, that man should roam, 
Through every Alpine dell, 

Free aa toe wincl, the torrent's foam. 

The shaft of 'tlfilliam Tell I 

• 

* Tbo Stid boftdo tba Lalco of iba Foof Coftbma, wboro tbe *‘TbrM TtUik* 
•otboSwiMOBil ibofbthmo/ciudFUbirt/a look UmooUi ofrodtoalof twlUM* 
loaddroBibo dkHrlon jok*. 
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Aad prayer, the full deep flow of prayer, 

Hnllow’d the pastoral sod ; 

And souls grew strong for battle there, 

Nerred with the peace of God. 

Before the Alps and stars they knelt, 

Tliat calm devoted band. 

And rose, and made their spirits felt 
Through all the mountain-land. 

Then welcome Orutli’a free-bom flower I 
Even in thy pale decay 

There dwells a breath, a tone, a power. 

Which all high thooghts olwy. 

Mii& HncAKs. 


Ihtg. 

Now glory to the Lord of Hosts, from whom all glories are! 
And ^ory to onr sovereign liege, King Henry of NavsTTe 1 
Now let there be the merry sound of music and of dance. 
Through thy cornfields green, and sunny vines, O pleasant 
land of France I 

And thou, Rochelle, onr own Rochelle, proud city of the waters. 
Again let rapture light the eyes.of all toy mourning daughters; 
As thou wert constant in onr ill^ be joyons in our joy. 

For cold, and seitT, and still are they who wrought thy walls annoy. 
Hurrah I Hnrrah I a single field hath turn’d tho chance of war, 
Hnrralil Hurrah 1 for Ivry, and Henry of Navarre. 

Oh I how onr hearts were beating, when, at the dawn of day. 
We saw the army of the League drawn ont in long array; 

With all its priest-led citizens, and all its rebelpeera. 

And Appentel's stout infantry, and Egmont's Flemish spears. 
There rode the brood of false Lorraine, the corses of onr land; 
And dark Marenne was in the midst, a truncheon in his hand : 
And, as we look'd on them, we thought of Seine’s empurpled flood. 
And good Coligni’s hoary hair all dappled with bis blood; 

And we cried unto the living God, who rnles the fate of war. 

To fight for his own holy name, and Henry of Navarre. 

The king is come to marshal ns, in all his armour drest, 

And he has bound a snow-white plume upon his gallant crest. 
He look'd upon his people, and a tear was in his eye; 

He look’d upon the traitors, and his glance was stern and high- 
Right graciously he smiled on ns, as roll'd firom wing to wing, 
I^wn all onr line a deafening shout "Ood save our Lord the King.” 
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** And if my itindard-bearer fall, os fall full well he may, 

For nerer law I promise yet of mch a bloody fray, 

Press where ye seemy white plome shine, amidst the ranksof war, 
And be your oriflamme to^ay tbe helmet of Narane!" 

Hurrah I the foes are moving 1 Hark to the mingled din, 

Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roaiiog enlverin. 
The fieiT Duke is pricking last across Saint Andrd's pimn. 
With all the hireling chivalry of Onelders and Alm^ne. 

Now by the lips of those ye love, fair gentlemen of nance. 
Charge for the golden lilies,—npon them with the lance. 

A thousand spurs are striking deep, a thonsand spears in rest. 
A thousand knights are pressing close behind tbe snow-white 
crest; 

And in they bnrst, and on they rush’d, while, like a guiding star, 
Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of Navarre. 

Now, God be praised, the day is ours. Mayenne hath turn’d 
hit rein; 

D’Aumale hath cried for quarter. Tbe Flemish Count is slain. 
Their ranks are breaking like thin clouds before a Biscay gale ; 
The field is heap’d with bleeding steeds, and flags, and cloven 
mail. 

And then we thonght on vengeaiKe, and, all along oar van, 

" Remember St, Bartholomew,” was pass’d from man to man. 
But ont spake gentle Henry, “No Frenchman is my foe: 

Down, down, with eveir forei^er, but let your brethren go,” 
Oh I was there ever such a kni^t, in frien^bip or in war. 

As onr Sovereign Lord, King Henry, the soldier of Navarre 7 

Right well fought all the Frenchmen who fought for France 
to-day; 

And many a lordly banner God gave them for a prey. 

But we of the religion have home us best in fight; 

And the good lord of Rosny hath ta’en the comet wfake. 

Our own true Maximilian the comet white hath ta’en, 

'The cornet white with crosses blacl^ the flag of false Lorraiiie. 
Up with it high; nofuri it wide; that ail the host may know 
How God bath humbled the prond house which wrought his 
chnrch such woe. 

Then on the ground, while trumpets sonnd their loudest point 
of war, 

Fling the red shreds, a footclotb meet for Henry of Navarre. 

Hoi maidens of Vienna; Hot matrons of Lucerne; 

Weep, weep, and rend yonr hair for those who never shall return. 
Ho 1 Philiis send, for charity, thy Mexican pistoles, 

That Antwerp monks may sing a mass for toy poor spearmen's 
souls. 
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Hoi ^last ooblei ofth* Lc&gne, look that joar Amu b« bright; 
Ho I burden of Saint OeneTiere, keep watch and ward to-night. 
For oar Ood hath criuh'd the tjrant, our Ood hath raiaed the 
•lare, 

And mock’d the couoeel of the wiae, and the ralonr of the brave. 
Then dor; to Hit holj name, from whom all gloriea are; 

And glorT- to our Sovereign Lord, King Henry of Navarre. 

MacanAT. 


Hb who bath bent him o’er the dead 
£re the (imt day of death is fled, 

The firat dark day of nothingneaa, 

The laat of danger and diatreae, 

g lefore decay's effitcing finger* 
are swept the lines where beauty lingar*,) 

And mark'd the mild angelic air, 

The rapture of repose that’s there, 

The fix’d, yet tenaer traits that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek. 

And—but for that sad shrouded eye, 

That fires not, wins not, weeps no^ now. 

And but for that chill, changeless brow. 

Where cold Obstruction's apo^y 
Appals the gazing mourners heart. 

As if to him it could impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ; 

Yes, but for these and these alone. 

Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour. 

He still might doubt the tyrant’s power; 

So fair, so calm, so sofUy seal'd. 

The fir^ last look by death reveal’d I 
Such is the aspect of this shore; 

’Tis Greece, but living Greece no mors I 
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair, 

We stort, for sonl is wanting there. 

Hen is the loveliness in death. 

That parts not quite with parting breath; 

But beauty with that fearnil bloom, 

That hue which haunts it to the tomb. 

Expression’s last receding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay. 

The farewell beam of Feeling past away 1 
Spark of that flame, percliance of heavenly birth, 
Which gleams, but warms no more its cherish’d sartb 1 
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Clime of the nofor^otlen brare I 
WlioM Usd ftom pUin to moonUdn-eaTe 
Waa Freedom’a home or Glorr’a grave I 
Bhrine of the migbtj I can it be 
That thia U all remalna of thee I 
Abroach, thon craven crooching alave: 

MX, ia not thia Thermopylie I 
Tbeae waters bine that ronnd jou lave, 

O servile offspring of the free— 
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this t 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis I 
These soenea, their story not nnknown, 
Arise, and make again yonr own ; 

Snatcn from the a&es of yonr sires 
The embers of their former fires; 

And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear. 

And leave his sons ahope, a fame, 

They too will rather die than shame; 

For freedom's battle once begun. 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son, 
Though baffled ofr, is ever won. 

Bear witness, Greece, thy living page. 
Attest it man^ a deathless ageT 
While kings, in dusty darkness bid. 

Have lefts nameless pyramid. 

Thy heroes, though tne general doom 
Hath swept the column uom their tomb, 
A mightier monument command, 

The mountains of their native land t 
There points thy Mu^e to stranger's eye 
The giisvee of those that cannot die I 
Twere long to tell, and sad to trace. 

Each step from splradour to disgrace ; 
Enough—no foreign foe could quell 
Thy soul, till Crom itself it fell; 

Yea I self-abasement paved the way 
To villain-bonds and despot sway. 


Bmov, 
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Jtmi of V^trmo^Iz. 

Tbct fell deToted, but uodying; 

The Tery givles their uamea seem'd sighing: 

The waters murmur'd of their name ; 

The woods were peopled with their fame ; 

The silent pillar, lone and grey, 

Claim’d kindred with their sacred clay ; 

Their spirits wrapp'd the dusky mountain, 

Their memory sparkled o’er the fountain ; 

The meanest rill, the mightiest rirer 
Boil'd mingling with their fame for ever. 

Despite of every yoke aha bears, 

That land is glory's still and theirs t 
Tis still a watch-word to the earth: 

When man would do a deed of worth. 

He points to Greece, and turns to tread, 

So sanction’d, on the tyrant’s head : 

Be looks to her, and rushes on 
Where life is lost, or freedom woo. 

Btuok. 
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Tn isles of Greece, the isles of Greece I 
Where homing Sappho loved and sung. 
Where grew the arts of war and peace,— 
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung I 
Eternal summer gilds them yet. 

But all, except their sun, is set 

The Scian and the Teian muse. 

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute. 

Have found the fame your shores refuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires’ “ Islands of the Blest" 

The mountains look on Marathon— 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream’d that Greece might still be free ; 
For, standing on the Persians’ grave, 

1 could not deem myself a slave. 
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A kio^ sate od the rooW brow 
Which looks o’er sea-Mrn RslsmU ; 

And ships hy thonssnds Ut below, 

Abd men in nations ;—ail were kis I 
He oonnted them at break of day— 

And when the snn set where were they t 

And where are they 1 and where art thoa, 

Mt country 1 On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tnneless now— 

The heroic bosom beats no more I I 

And must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into hands like mine t 

Tis something, in the dearth of fame, ‘ 

Thongh link'd among a fetter'd race. 

To feel at least a patriot’s shame, , 

Even as I sing, suffuse my faoe; 

For what is left the poet here t 
For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear. 

Must we but weep o’er dnys more bleat ? 

Most we but blush t—Our fathers bleA 
Earth I render back from out tby breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead I 
Of the three hundred grant hut three, 

To make a new Thermopylie I 

What, silent still 7 and silent all 7 
Ah ! no;—the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent's fall. 

And answer, " Let one Uving head. 

But one arise—we come, we come I" 

Tis but the living who are dumb. 

In vain—in vain ; strike other chorda; 

Fill high the cnp with Samian wine 1 
Leave battles to tbs Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Seio's vine 1 
Hark ! rising to the iraoble call— 

How answers each bold Bacchanal I 

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet, 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone 7 
Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nohler and the manlier one 7 
You have the letters Cadmus gave— 

Think ye he meant thsm for a slave 1 
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Fill high the bowl with Siunian wiue! 

We will not think of themee like these I 
It made Anacreon’s song dirine: 

Ha eerred—but aerr^ Pol/orates— 

A tyrant; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countryman. 

The tyrant of the Cheraonese 
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend ; 
TTicU tyrant was Uiltiades! 

Oh I that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind I 
8neh chains as his were sure to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine) 

On Soli's rock, and Parga's shore, 
Exists the remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric mothers bore; 

And there perhaps some seed is sown, 
The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks— 
The^ have a king who buys and sells: 
In native swords, ami native ranks. 

The only hope of courage dwells; 

But Turkish force, and Latin frand. 
Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine I 
Our virgins danoe beneath the shade— 
I see their glorioos black eyes shine; 

But gating on each glowing maid. 

My own the burning teardrop laves. 

To think such breasts must snokle slaves 

Plaoe me on Sonium’s marbled steep. 
Where nothing, save the waves and L 
hear our mutnal murmurs sweep t 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die : 
A laud of slaves shall ne'er be mine— 
Dash down yon oup of Samian wiue 1 


Btbon. 
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Paru) $ojjaru.* 

At midnight, in his guarded tent, 

The Turk was dreaming of the honr 
When Greece, her knee in suppliance bent, 

Bhonld tremble at his power: 

In dreams, through camp and court, he bore 
* The trophies of a conqueror; 

In dreams his song of triumph heard ; 

Then wore his monarch's signet-ring : 

Then press'd that monarch’s throne—a king ; 

As wild his thoughts, and gay of wing, 

As Eden's garden-bird. 

At midnight, in the forest shades, 

Bozcajub ranged his Sniiote band. 

True as the steel of their tried blades, 

Heroes in heart and hand. 

There had the Persian’s thousands stood, 

There had the glad earth drunk their blood 
On old Platsaa’a day; 

And now there breathed that haunted air 
The eons of sires who conquer’d there, 

With arm to str'ike, and soul to dare. 

As quick, as far as they. 

An hour pass'd on—the Turk awoke; 

That bright dream was his last; 

He woke—to hear his sentries shriek, 

“ To arms 1 they come I the Greek! the Greek 1" 
He woke—to die midst dame, and smoke. 

And shout, and groan, and sabre-stroke. 

And death-shots falling thick and fast 
As lightning from the mountain-cloud; 

And heard, with voice as trumpet loud, 

Boezarib cheer his band: 

" Strike—till the last arm’d foe expires; 

Strike—for your altars and your fires ; 

Strike—for the green graves of yonr sires; 

God—and your native land I" 

* Via fbll tD AO AttAek upon Uie Tutiih comp at LanL Uia alta of Um codcnt 
PlaUUL Aoffiut to, IflO, Asd esj^rvd to Um moment or Ble wordi 

^<ro->‘*TodlerorHPttrtxtoepiMfnra, not apeio." 
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Tl^ fought—like brave men, long and well; 

They pUed that ground with Moalem alain ; 
Thev conquer’d—but Bozzarib fell, 

Bleeding at every vein. 

Hia few eurviving comradee saw 
Hia smile, when rang their proud hurrab. 
And the red field waa won: 

Then saw in death his eyelids close 
Calmly, aa to a night’s repose, 

Like fiowere at set of son. 

Come to the bridal chamber. Death 1 
Come to the mother's when she feels, 

For the first time, her first-born's breath ; 

Come when the bleesed seals 
That close the peetUence are broke, 

And crowded cities wail its stroke ; 

Come in conaomption’s ghastly form. 

The earthquake shock, the ocean-etorra. 

Come when the heart beats high and warm, 
'With banquet-song, and dance, and wine: 
And thou art terrible—the tear. 

The groan, the knell, the pall, the bier; 

And all we know, or dream, or fear 
Of agony, are thine. 

But to the hero, when his sword 
Has won the battle for the free. 

Thy voice sounds like a prophet’s word ; 

And in its hollow tones are heard 
The thanks of millions yet to be. 

Come, when his task of fame is wrought— 
Come, with the laurel-leaf, blood-bonsht— 
Come in her crowning hour—and tnen 
Thy sunken eye’s unearthly Light 
To him is welcome as the sight 
Of sky and stars to prison'd men; 

Thy grasp is welcome as the hand 
Ofnrother in a foreign land ; 

Thy summons welcome as the cry 
That told the Indian isles were nigh 
To the world-seeking Genoese, 

'When the land-wind, Gom woods of palm. 

And orange-groves, and fields of balm. 

Blew o’er Uie Biaytian seas. 
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Boz&iub ! with the storied brsve 
Greece nurtured in her glorj’i time. 

Beet thee—there is no prouder grave, 

E’en in her own nroud clime. 

She wore no funeral weeds for thee, 

Nor bade the dark hearse wavs its plume, 

Lika tom brandi from death's leaflsss tree. 

In sorrow's pomp and paseantrj, 

The heartless luxury (m the tomb: 

But she remembers thee as one 
Long loved, and for a season gone j 
For thee her poet's lyre is wreathed, 

Her marble wrought, her music breathed ; 

For thee she rings ihe birthday bells; 

Of thee her babM* first lisping tells: 

For thine her evening prayer is said 
▲t palace couch, and cottage bed; 

Her soldier, closing with the foe 
Gives for thr sake a deadlier blow; 

His plighted maiden, when she fears 
For nim, the joy of her young years, 

Thinks of thy &te, and cheeks her tears: 

And she, the mother of thy boys, 

Though in her eye and faded cheek 
Is reM the grief she will not ^ak, 

The memory of her buried ioys. 

And even she who gave thee birth. 

Will, by their pilgrim-circled hearth. 

Talk of thy doom without a sigh : 

For thou art Freedom's now, and Fame's, 

One of the few, the immortal names. 

That were not bom to die. 

HaixacK. 


nu lion ctaobU 


Is't death to fall for Freedom's right 1 


He's dead alone that lacks her 
And murder sullies in Heaven 
The sword he draws 
What can alone ennoble fight I 
A noble canse 1 


Ught, 
s sisht 
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Giro thAt! aud welcome Wat to bnme 
Her drumal end rend Hearen’e reekiag epeeel 
The ooloara pluted &ce to lace, 

The ohargiug cheer, 

Thoi^h Death's pale liorse lead oo the chase, 

Siall etill be dear. 

AjK^Iace our trophies where men kneel 
To ^avcn!—bnt Hearen rebukes my zeal I 
The cause of Truth and human weal, 

O God above I 

Transfer it from the sword’s appeal 
To peace and love. 

CaMPBXLU 


to t^t IS^tn of ^onu. 

I OOKE not here to talk, ye know too well 
The story of yonr thraldom—we are slaves I 
The bright sun rises to its course, and lights 
A race of slaves: he seta, and bis last bc^ 

Falls on a slave; not such as swept 

Along by the full tide of power, the conqueror leads 

To crimson glory, and uodying fame ; 

But base, ignoble slaves ; slaves to a horde 
Of petty tyrants, feudal despots; lords 
Rico in some dozen paltry villages; 

Strong in some hundred spearmen ; only great 
In that strange spell, a name : each hour dark fraud. 
Or open rapine, or protected murder, 

Cry out against them; bnt this very day, 

An honest man, my neighbour. 

Was struck, struck like a dog by one who wore 
The badge of Ursinl; because, forsooth f 
He toss'd not high his ready cap in air. 

Nor lifted up his voice in servile shoota 

At sight of uat great ruffian. 

.. Such shames are oommou. 

I have known deeper wrongs. I that speak to ye, 

I had a brother once, a gracious boy. 

Full of all gentleness, of calmest hope. 

Of sweet and quiet joy—there was the look . 

Of Heaven upon his face, which limnerB give 
To the beloved disdple. How I loved 
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That gracioui boy ! yoonger by fifteen yean; 
Brother at once and son! He left my side, 

A aununer'a bloom on hie fair cheeka, a amila 
Parting hia innocent lipa. In one abort hour, 

Tha pretty, harmleee boy was alain. . . . 

.Ronae, ye Bomanal Ronae, ye alareal 

Have ye brave aona 1 Look in the next fierce brawl 
To aee them die I Have ye fair daughteni Look 
To aee them live, tom from your arms, diatain'd 1 
Diabonoar'd I and if ye dare call for jnetice, 

Be answer’d by the lash ! Yet this is Rome, 

That aat on her seven hilla, and from her thmne 
Of beauty ruled the world. Yet we are Romans. 
Why, in that elder day, to be a Roman 
Was greater than a king; and once again. 

Hear me ye walls, that echo’d to the tread 
Of either Brutua! once again, 1 awear 
The Eternal City shall be free, her sons 
Shall walk with princes! 

Mabt Robscll Mitfo&il 


JPliriam’* Song.* 

Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt’s dark aea I 
Jkbovah has trinmph’d—hia people are free; 

Sing—for the pride of the tyrant is broken ; 

Hia chariots, hia horsemen, all splendid and brave— 
How vain was their boast, for the Loro hath but 
spoken. 

And chariota and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the lonJ timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea, 
Jehovah has triumph’d—hia people ore free ! 

Pnuae to the Conqueror, praise to the Loro, 

His word was our arrow, nis breath was our sword;— 
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 
Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride I 
For the Loro hath look’d out from hia pillar of ^lory. 
And all her brave thouaands are dash'd in the tide. 
Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt's dark aea, 
Jehovah baa triumph’d—hia people are free 1 

Moore. 

*** And Mlrltsn the propbetoM, tb« tltlQrofAinm, took a tlmbrplIn htf bniid; 
gmi all tbo womdo went oat tftox bar with tlaiProU and wltb dAooM."—Bxoi*. 
XV. la 
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S^hulul ^og. 

Tkb Mmttrel Boj to the war u gone. 

In the ranks of death you'll 6Dd turn ; 

Hit father’s afford he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him.— 

" Laud of aoDg I ” said the warrior bard, 

“ Though all the world betrays thee. 

One sword at lleast tby rights shall guard, 

Ont faithful harp shall praise thee I ” 

The Minstrel fell 1—but the foemau’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under; 

The harp he loved ne’er spoke again. 

For he tore its chorda asunder; 

And said, * No chains shall sully thee. 

Thou soul of love and bravery 1 
Tby songs weire mhde for the pure and free, 
They shall never sound in alavery." 

Moors. 


Car 

Brjcsthxb there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 

“ This is mv own, my native land 1" 

Whose heart hath ne’er within him bum’d, 

As home his footstepe he hath tam’d. 

From wand’ring on a foreign strand I 
If such there breathe, go, mark him wall; 

For him no Miniitrel raptures swell; 

High thonsh his titles, proud his name. 
Boundless nis wealth as wish can claim ; 

Despite those titles, power, and pelf^ 

The wretch, concientred all in self. 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown. 

And, doubly dyuig, shall go down 
To the vile dust, ^m whence be spmng, 
Unwept, unhonO'Ur’d, and unsung. 

SooiT. 

T 



*74 


POBKS Of FRXEDOIf ASD PAmOXISK. 


Cmigranl’g Song. 

Horn of oar hearts, oar fathen’ home * 

Land of the brave and free ! 

The keel is flashiag through the foam 
That bears us far from thee. 

We seek a wild aod distant shore, 

Beyond the Atlantis main; 

We leave thee to return n« more, 

Nor view thy oliSs again. 

Bat may diehonoor blight our fame. 

And quench onr hoaaehold fires. 

When we or onra forget thy name, 

Qreen island of oar sires 1 Priholk. 


8{|t of Cconhg. 

Aao there before her where she stands. 
The moantains rise, the lake expands; 
Around the terraced summit twines 
The leafy coronal of vines; 

Within the watery mirror deep 
Natnre's calm converse lies asleep; 

Above she sees the sky’s bine glow. 

The forest’s varied green below. 

And far its vaulted vistas through 
A distant grove of darker hue, 

Where mounting high from clumpe of oak 
Carls lightly np the thin girey smoke ; 
And o’er the boughs that over-bower 
The orag, a castle's turrets tower— 

An eastern casement mantled o’er 
With ivy, flashes back the gleam 
Of sun-rise—it was there of yore 
She sate to see that sun-rise pour 
Its splendour round—she sees no more. 
For tears dispersed (he dream. 

Thns seized and speechless ha<l she stood. 
Surveying mountinn, lake, and wood. 
When to her ear came that demand : 
“Had she forgot her native Ismd 1" 

'Twas but a voice within replied 
She had forgotten all beside. 
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For words are weak and moat to Mek 
Wkea wanted fiity-fold. 

And then, if eilenee will not apeak. 

Or trembUng lip aod diaoging cbaek, 

There’s nothi^ tohL 
Bat coaid she have reTeal’d to him 
Who qaestioo'd thus, the risioB bright 
That ere hie words were said gaew dim 
Aod vanish’d from her sight, 

Easy the answer were to know, 

Aod plain to understand,— 

That muid and memory both most ful. 

And life itself must slacken sail, 

And thonght its functions most forego, 

And fancy lose its latest glow. 

Or ere that land 

Coaid pictared be leas bright and fair 
To her whose home and heart are there I 
That land the loveliest that eye can see 
The stranger ne’er forgets, thiw how shoald she 1 

Tatlob. 


Cmmfrg ash )irau. 

Tbksx is a land, of every land the pride. 

Beloved hj heaven o'er all the world beside ; 
Where brighter suns dispense serener light. 

And milder moons emparadise the night; 

A land of beauty, virtue, valoor, truth, 
Time-tutor'd age, and love-exalted youth; 

The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores, 
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair. 

Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air: 

In every clirae the magnet of his aoal, 

Touch’d by remembrance, trembles to that pole; 
For in this land of heaven's peculiar gyace. 

The heritage of nature’s noblest race, 

There is a spot of earth supremelv blest, 

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest. 

Where man, creation’s tyrant, casta aside 
His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride. 
While in his soften’d looks benimily blend 
The sire, the son, the hosband, brother, friend; 
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Here woman reigna; tha mother, daaghtar, wife, 
Strew with Greah flower* the narrow waj of life I 
In the clear hearen of her delightful eye. 

An anffel-guaid of lovea and graoea lie; • 

AroaM her kneea domeetie dutiea meet, 

And fireeide pleaauree gwbol at her feet. 

Where ehall that land, uat spot of earth be found I 
Art ^ou a man t—a patriot f—look around ; 

Oh, thou ebalt find, howe'er thy footatcpe roam. 

That land thj/ country, and that ipot thy home I 

MoKTOOKKaT. 


But where to find that happieet apot below. 

Who can direct, when all pretend to know t 
The ahuddaring tenant of the frigid none. 

Boldly proclaima that happieet apot hia own ; 
Extola the treasure of hia stormy seas. 

And his long nights of rerelry and ease : 

The naked negro, panting at the line. 

Boasts of his golden sands and palm^y wine. 

Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid ware. 

And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patnot's boast where'er we roam, 

HU first beat country erer u at home. 

OOLOSMITH 


^ Comdis's bttl ftHtnu. 

Orythti. Doet intend 

To banish the firm troop* before whose saioor 
Barbarian millions shrink appall'd, and leaTs 
Our city naked to the first assault 
Of reckless foes I 

/on. No, Crythes!—in ourselves, 

In our own honest heart* and cbainlesa hands. 

Will be our safeguard .-—while we seek no use 
Of arms we would not have our children blend 
With their first innocent srishes; while the love 
Of country and of justice shall be one 
To their young reason ; while their sinews grow 
Firm 'midst the gladness of heroic sports: 

We shall not aak to guard our country's peace, 

One selfish passion, or on* venal swoi^ Talfoubld. 
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POEMS OF RELIGION. 


Bow bffloUftil (•gonlM wl>«a comUottd 
With tiotln«« I Oh, bow dlTtnoIjr twc*! 

TlM toDM of eoitblj bari^ whooo chordj m touch'd 
B/ tlM 10(1 bond of Piety, end bonf 
Cpoa Bellfloo'e ihrliM, (hero Tlbnllsf 
WUh eolemn loaclo Id the Mf of CkMi. 

WOM. 


Tn prtDul dstSco ehioo oloA Uhe ctAiit 
nc cborttleo that coothe, and hoal, and MiM, 

A— mt »Km *1— ^ Ml,.. fT^TTI 

Wonowoam 



b/G<hij^Ic 



POEMS or RELIGION 


InthnBlioiu of ImsiottBlili;, from JUuUutioni of 
€arlg C^ilib^oab. 

Tnxu WM a time when meadow, grote, and stream, 
Tbe earth, and every common sight, 

To me did seem 
Apparell’d in celestial light, 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. 

It is not now as it hath been of yore ;— 

Turn wheresoe’ei' I may. 

By night or day. 

The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

The Rainbow comes and goes, 

And lovely is thcp Rose ; 

Tbe Moon doth vrith delight 
Look round her when the heavens are hors. 

Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful anil &ir; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth; 

But yet I know, sraere’er I go. 

That there hath past asray a glory &om the earth. 

Mow, while the birds thus sing a ioyoua song. 

And whila the young lamns bound 
As to the talxir’s sound. 

To me alone there came a thongnt of grief: 

A Umely utterance gnve that thought relief. 

And I again am strong : 

The cataracts blow thieir trumpets Crom tbe sleep; 

No more shall grief of mine the seasons wrong; 

I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng, 
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep, ' 



S80 
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And all th« earth ii gaj; 

Land and sea 

Oire themaelvea np to jollity, 

And with the heart of May, 

Doth every Beast keep holiday ;— 

Thou Child of Joy, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouta, thou happy 
Shepherd-boy I 

Ye blessed Creatures, I bare heard the call 
Ye to each other make; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festival, 
ilv head bath its coronal. 

The fulness of your bliss, I fed—I feel it alL 
Oh evil day I if I were sullen 
While ths Earth herself is adorning, 

This sweet May-moming, 

And the Children are culling 
On every side, 

lu a thousand valleys far and wide. 

Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines warm. 

And the Babe leaps up on hia mother’s arm;— 

I bear, I hear, with joy I hear! 

—But there's a Tree of many, one, 

A single Field which I have look'd upon, 

Both of them speak of something that is gone: 

The Pansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat; 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam t 
Where is it now, the gloiy and the dream P 

Our birth is but a aWp and a forgetting; 

The soul that rises witli us, our life's Star, 
liath had elsewhere its setting. 

And cometh from afar; 

Not in entire forgetfulness. 

And not in utter nakedness. 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From Ood, who is our home; 

Heaven lies about ns in our infrn( 7 1 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy, 

. But he beholds the light and whence it flows. 

He sees it in his foy; 
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Th« Yootb, wbo dailj fikrther from the eut 
Mnet travel, atill U Nature’s Priest, 

And Dj the vision splendid 
la on his way attenoed ; 

At length the man perceives it die sway, 
And fade into the light of common day. 


Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind, 
And, even with something of a Mother's mind, 
And no unworthy aim, 

Tlie homely Nurse doth all she can 
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 
Forget the glories he hath known. 

And that imperial palace whence be came. 


Behold the Child among his new-born blisses, 

A six Years’ Darling of a pigmy size 1 
See, wnere 'mid work of his own hand he lies. 
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses. 

With light upon him from bis lather's eyes 1 
See, at bis feet, some little plan or chart, 

Some fragment from his dream of human life. 
Shaped bv himself with newly-learned art; 

A wedding or a festivsl, 

A mourning or a funeral, 

And this hath now his heart. 

And unto this he frames his song: 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife; 

But it will not be long 
Ere this be thrown aside. 

And wdth new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons another part; 

Filling from time to time his humorous stage ” 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 

That Life brings with her In her equipage; 

As if his whole vocation 
Were endless imitation. 


Thom whose exterior semblanoe doth belie 
Thy Sonl's immensity; 

Thou bMt Philosopher, wbo yet dost keep 
Thy heritage ; thou Eye among tbs blind, 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,_ 
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Prnphatl' Beer Ueet!' 

On whom theae truths do res^ 

Which we sre toi&og sU our Uree to find. 

In (l&rkneas lost, the darlcnsH of the grsTe ; 

Thou, over vhocn tbj Immortolife^ 

Broods like the Dny, s Master o’er s Slsre, 

A Presence which is not to be put by ; 

Thou little Child, yet glorious In the might 
Of hesren-bom freedom on thy being’s height, 
Why wi^ such earnest pains dost thon provoke 
The yean to bring the inevitable yoke, 

Thus blindly with tbv blessedness at strife ? 

Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight. 
And custom lie upon thee writh a weight. 

Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life. 

O joy! that in our smban 
Is something that doth live. 

That nature yet rememben 
What was so fugitive I 

The thought of our past yean in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction ; not indeed 
For that which is moat worthy to be blest; 

Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Chudhood. whether busy or at rest. 

With new-fledged hope still fluttering in. his breast 
Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise; 

But for those obstinate i^uestioniugi 
Of sense and outward things. 

Fallings from us, vanikhiugs ; 

Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised. 

High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised: 

But for those first affections, 

Thoee shadowy rocollsction% 

Which, be they what they may. 

Are yet the fountain light of all our day. 

Are yet a master light ofall our seeing; 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence : truths that wake. 

To perish never; 

Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour. 


k 
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Kor Man nor B 07 , 

Nor all tlkat ia at enmity vith jaj. 

Can ntterljr abolish or aeatroy t 

Henoe in a season of calm weather 
Ibough inland far we be, 

Our souls hare sight of that immortal sea 
Which brou^t us hither, 

Can in a moment travel thither. 

And see the Children sport upon the shore, 

And hear the mightjr watme rolling evermore. 

Then sing, 70 Birds, sing, sing a joyous soag I 
And let the young LsmlM bound 
As to the tabor's sound ! 

We in thought will join your throng, 

Ye that pipe and ye that play, 

Te that through your hearts U>.day 
Feel the gladness of the May 1 
What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now for ever taken from my sight. 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind ; 

In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be ; 

In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human auflering ; 

In the faith that looks through death, 

In years that bring the philosophso mind. 

And O ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves! 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 

I only have relinquish’d one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sway. 

I love the Brooks, which down their channels fret, 
Even more than when I tripp'd lightly as they ; 
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet; 

The Clouds that gather round the setting sun, 

Do take a sober colouring from an eys 
That bath kept watch o'er msm’e mortality; 

Another race hath been, and other palms are wou. 
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Thank* to the hninan heart by which we lire, 

Thanks to it* tenderoee*, it* i(^ and fears, 

To me the meanest flower that blow* can pre 
Tbonjght* that do often lie too deep for tear*. 

WORDaWOBTB. 


Soul. 

0 lovoRAin' poor man I what dost thon bear 
Lock'd np within the casket of thr breast t 

What jewei^ and what riches hast tnon there I 
What hearenlj treasure in so weak a chest t 

Look in thy sonl, and thon shalt beaotiea find. 

Like those which drown'd Narcissus in the flood ; 

Honour and pleasure both are in thy mind, 

And all that in the world is counted good. 

Think of her worth, and think that Qod did mean, 
This worthy mind should worthy things embrace ; 

Blot not her beauties with thy thoughts unclean, 

Nor her dishonour with thy passion base. 

Kill not her qnick'nin^ power with snrfeitings: 

Mar not her sense with sensuality: 

Cast not her wit on idle things; 

Make not her free-will slave to vanity. 

And when thon think'st of her eternity, 

Think not that death against her nature is; 

Think it a birth : and when thou go'st to die, 

Sing like a swan, as if thou went'st to bliss. 

And thon my sonl which tum'st with curious eye. 

To view the beams of thins own form divine, 

Knowj that thon canst know nothing perfectly. 
While thon art clothed with this fleu of mine. 

Take heed of overweening, and compare 
Thy peacock's feet with thy gay peacock’s train ; 

Study the beet and highest things that are, 

But of thyself an humble thought retain. 

Cast down thyself, and only strive to raise 
The glory of thy Maker’s sacred name: 

Use all thy powers, that blessed power to praise. 
Which gives thee power to be, and use ue same. 

Davm 
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Wk kw the glebe, we reap the com. 

We build ue hoiue where we may reat. 
And then, at momenta, auddenlr, 

We look np to the great wide ekj. 
Inquiring wherefore we were bora ... 
For earnest, or for jest 1 

The senaea folding thick and dark 
About the etifled soul within. 

We gnees diviner things beyond, 

And yearn to them with yearning fond; 
We strike out blindly to a mark 
Believed in, but not seen. 

We vibrate to the pant and thrill 
Wherewith Eternity has curl'd 
In serpent-twine about Ood's seat I 
While, freshening iraward to His feet. 

In gradual growth Hia full-leaved will 
Expands from world to world. 

And, in the tumult and excess 
Of act and passion under sun. 

We sometimes hear—oh, soft and far. 

As silver star did touch with star. 

The kiss of Peace and Bighteonineia 
Through all things that are done. 

Ood keeps his holy mysteries 
Just on the outside of man's dream I 
In diapason slow, we think 
To hear their pinions rise and sink. 

While they float pure beneath His eyes. 
Like swans adown a stream. 

Abstractions are they, from the forms 
Of His great beauty t—exaltations 
From EUa great gloir 1—strong previsions 
Of what we shall be 7—intuitions 
Of what we are—in calms and storms, 
Beyond our peace and passions 1 



POXK* 07 asuoiov. 


Bse 


Things n&meleas I which, in passing so, 

Do strike us with s subtle grsoe. 

We sa 7 , “ who passes I"—they are dumb: 

We cannot see them go or come; 

Their toaohes fail sof^—oold—as saow 
Upon a blind man's bme. 

Vet, tonching so, they draw abore 
Our common thoughts to Uaavens nnknown— 
Our daily joy and pam, advance 
To a divine significance,— 

Our human love—O mortal love, 

That light is not its own I 

And, sometimes, horror chills our blood 
To be so near such mystic Things, 

And we wrap round as, for defence, 

Our purple manners, moods of sense— 

As angels, from the face of Qod, 

Stand hidden in their winga 

And, sometimes, through Life's heavy swonnd 
We grope for them I with strangled' breath 
We stitch abroad our hands and try 
To reach them in our agony,— 

And widen, so, the bro^ life-wound 
Which soon is large enough for death. 

E. B. BaowviMo. 


of 

Hiob thonghts I 
They come and go, 

Like the soft breathings of a list’ning maiden. 

While round me flow 

The winds, from woods and fields with gladness laden 
When the corn’s rustle on the ear doth come— 

When the eve's beetle sounds its drowsy hum— 

When the stars, dew-drops of the summer sky, 

Watch over all with soft and loving eye— 

While the leaves quiver 
By the lone river. 

And the quiet heart 
From depths doth csdl 
And gamers all— 



POEMS or SEueioH. 


S87 


Earth grows a shadow 
Fo^eotten whole, 
And Heaven tires 
In the blessed soul 1 


Uijrh thoughts I 
Tb(^ are with me, 

When, deep within the bosom of the forest. 

Thy nfoming melodr 

Abroad into the sky, thou, throstle, pourest 
When the young sunbeams glanoe amotm the trees — 
When on the ear comes the soft song of Mes— 

When every branch has its own favourite bird 
And songs of summer, from each thicket heard !— 
Where the owl flittet^ 

Where the roe sitteth, 

And holiness 


Seems sleeping there; 
While natures prayer 
Goes up to heaven 
In purity. 

Till aU is glo >7 
And joy to me ! 


High thoughts! 

They are my own 

when I am resting on a mountain’s bosom, 

And see below me s&own 

The huts an<l homes where humble virtues blossom; 
When I can trace each streamlet through the meadow— 
When I can follow every fitful shadow— 

When I can watch the winds among the com. 

And see the waves along the forest Dome; 

Where blue-bell and heather 
Are blooming together, 

And far doth come 
The Sabbath bell, 

O’er wood and fell; 

I hear the beating 
Of nature’s heart: 

Heaven is before me 
God I Thou art 1 



888 


rOOlB OF BJCUOIOR. 


Hj^b thoQ^hta t 
They Tiait na 

In momenta when the eonl ia dim and darken'd ( 
They come to bleaa, 

.Ailer the Tanitiea to which we hearken'd: 

When wearineaa hath come npon the apirit— 
rpione honra of darkneea which we all inherit)—^ 

Bnrsta there not through a glint of warm aunuine, 

A winged thought whiw bids na not repine 1 
In jo^ and gladneaa 
In mirth and aadnesa. 

Come signa and tokena; 

Life’a angel bringa, 

Upon ita winga, 

Tboae bright communinga 
The aou doth keep— 

Thoee thoughta of heaven 
So pure and deep I 

Nioou. 


^ C^iuhnas CaniL 

It chanced upon the merry merry Cbriatmaa ere, 

I went fighing past the church aerosa the moorland dreary— 

" Oh I never ain. and want, and woe thia earth will leave. 

And the belle bnt mock the wailing ronnd, they aing eo cheery. 

How long, O Lord t how long before thou come again 7 
Still ia cellar, and in garret, and on moorland dreary 

The orphena moan, and widowa weep, and poor men toQ in vain. 
Till earth ii aick of hope deferr'd, thongn Chrietmaa belle be 
cheery." 

Then aroie a joyone clamonr from the wQd-fowl on the mere. 
Beneath the atari, acroaa the enow, like clear belle ringing. 

And a voice within cried—*' Lieten I Cbriatmaa earola even here, 
Tbongh thon be dnmb, yet o'er their work the atari and anowa 
are ainging. 

Blind I I live, I love, I reign; and all the nationa through 
With the thnnder of my jndgmenta even now are ringing; 

Bo thon fulfil thy work bnt aa yon wild-fowl do, 

Thon wilt heed no leaa the wailing, yet hear throngb it 
angela aiuging." Kinoeim. 
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tnnplt of 

Talk not of tomplea! Thero ia one 

Built withont nnuda—to mankind given { 
Its lamps are the meridian inn, 

And all the stars of heaven; 

Its walls are the cerulean sky, 

Its floor the earth so green and fair; 

The dome is vast immensity— 

All nature wonhips there! 


The Alps array'd in stainless snow, 
The Andean ranges yet nntrod, 
At snnrise, and at sunset, glow, 
Like altai^fires to God I 
A thonaand fierce volcanoes hlaze. 
As if with hallow'd victims rare; 
And thunder lifts its voice in praisn 
All nature wonhipe there I 


The ocean heaves resistlessly, 

And pours his glittering tressnre forth; 
His waves—the priesthood of the sea— 
Kneel on the shell-nmm'd earth, 

And there emit a hollow sound, 

As if the^ mnrmnr'd praise and prayer; 
On every side tis holy ground— 

All nature worships uere I 


The eedar and the mountain pine. 

The willow on the fountains brim. 

The tulip and the eglantine 
In reverence bend to Him ; 

The song-birds poor their sweetest lays, 

From tower and tree and middle air; 

The rushing river murmurs praise— 

All nature worships there I 

Vkdexb. 


U 
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Slonting Itipnx* 

Tbbsb are thy gloriotu works, Parent of good, 
Almighty! nine this unirenal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair: Thyself how wondrous then I 
Unspeakable, who sitt'at above these heavens. 

To ns invisible, or dimly seen 
In these thy lowest works ;—yet these declare 
Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divine. 
Speak, ye who best ean tell, ye sons of light, 

Angels; for ye behold Biim, and srHh songs 
And choral symphonies, day without night, 

Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in Heaven. 

On Earth join, all ya creatnres to extol 

Him first. Him last. Him midst, and without end. 

Fairest of stars, last in the train of night, 

If better thon belong not to the dawn, 

Bure pledge of day, uiat crown'st the smiling mom 
With thy bright circlet, praise Him in thy sphere. 
While day arises, that sweet honf of prime. 

Thon Sun, of this great world both eye and soul. 
Acknowledge Him thy greater; sound His praise 
In thy eternal course, both when thon elimb'st, 

And when high noon hast gain’d, and when thou fall’et. 
Moon, that now meet'st the orient sun, now fliest, 
With the fix’d stars, fix’d in their orb that ffies; 

And ye, five other wand'ring fires, that move 
In mystic dance not without song, resound 
His praise, who oot of darkneea ^I'd up light. 

Air, and ye Elements, the eldeet birth 
Of Nature’s womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 
And nourish all things; let yonr ceaseless change 
Vary to our great Maker etill new praise. 

Ye Mista and Exbalationa, that now rise 
From hill or steaming lake, dnsky or gny. 

Till the sun point yonr fleecy skirts with gold. 

In honour to the world’s great Author rise ; 

Whether to deck with douda th’ unooloui’d sky. 

Or wet the thirsty earth srith falling showers. 

Rising or Calling, still advance his praise. 

His praise, ye Winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe soft or loud; and wave yonr tops, ye Pines, 
With every plant, in sign of aoinhip wave. 
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Fountains, and ye that warble, aa ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune bis praise. 
Join voices, all ye living Souls ; ye Birds, 

That singiug up to Heaven-gate ascend, 

Bear on ^our wings and in your uotes bis praissi 
Ye that in waters glide, ana ye that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep; 
Witness if I be silent, mom or even, 

To kill or valley, fountain, or fresh ^ade, 

Made vocal by my eong, and taught his ptaise. 
Hail, universal Lord, be bounteous still 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gather’d aught of evil or conoeal’d, 

Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark I 

Miltoh. 


fjnrn- 

BEFOaX SOHBIBE Ilf TBB VALE OF CUAMOVtlU 

Babt thou a charm to stay the moming.Btar 
In his steep course I So long he seems to pause 
On thy bold awful head, 0 sovran Blanc I 
The Arve and Arveiron at thy base 
Bave ceaselessly ; but tbou, most awful Form! 

Bisest from forth tliy silent sea of pines, 

How silently I Arouud tbee and above 
Deep is the air and dark, substantial, black. 

An ebon mass : methinks thou piercest it, 

As with a wedge! But when I look again, 

It is thine own calm home, thy crystm ahriae. 

Thy habitation from eternity I 
O dread and silent Mount 1 I gazed upon thee, 

Till thou, still present to tlie l^ily eenee. 

Didst vanish from my thought: enteanced in pmyar, 

1 worshipp’d the Invisible alone. 

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody, 

So sweet, we know not we are listening to it, 

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my t)umght. 
Yea, with my life and life's own secret joy; 

Till the dilating Soul, enrapt, traiufuse^ 

Into the mighty viaion passing—there. 

As in her natural form, swell’d vast to Heaven I 
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Awftke, my loul I not only paaaive praice 
Thon oweat! not nioue tbew iwelling lean, 

Mato thanka and aecret ecstaay I Awake, 

Voice of aweet aoog 1 Awake, my Heart, awake ! 
Green ralea and icy cliBb, all join my Hymn. 


Thoa fint and chief, aole aorran of the Vale I 
O atro^gling with the darkneaa all the night, 

And viaited all night by troops of atara, 

Or when they climb the aky or when they aink: 
Companion of the morning-etar at dawn, 

Thyaelf Elnrlh'a rosy star, and of the dawn 
Co-herald I wake, O wake, and otter praise I 
Who aank thy aunleaa pillura deep in ^rth t 
Who fill'd thy countenance with rosy light I 
Who made thee parent of perpetual atreama 1 

And you, ye fire wild torrenla fiercely glad I 
Who call’d yon forth from night and otter death. 
From dark and icy caverns call’d you forth, 

Down those precipitooa, black, jnogdd Roclu, 

For ever ahatter’d, and the same for evert 
Who gave you your invulnerable life, 

Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy. 
Unceasing thunder, and eternal foam I 
And who commanded ^and the silence came\ 

Here let the billows etiffen and have rest I 

Ye Ice-fsllal ye that from the mountain’s brow 
Adown enormous ravines slope amain— 

Torrents, mclhinks, that beard a mishty voice. 

And stopp’d at once amid their maddest plunge 1 
Motioulras torrents I silent catarncta! 

'Who made you glorious as the ^tes of Heaven 
Beueath the keen full moon T Who bade the ann 
Clothe you with rainbows ? Who, with living fiowera 
Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet I 
God I let the torrents, like a shont of nations, 

Answer 1 and let the ice-plains echo, God 1 
God I sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice ! 
Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-like sounds! 
Ana thev too have a voice, yon piles of snow, 

And in their perilous fall shall tnnnder, God I 
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Ye liviog flowera that skirt the eternal frost .* 

Ye wil't-goata sporting ronnd the eagle's nest! 

Ye saglea, plaj-mateK of tlie moantain-atorio ! 

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds I 
Ye I igns and wonders of the element I 
Uttnr forth Qod, and (ill the hilts with praise! 

Thou too, hoar Mount! with thy skj'.pointing peaks, 
Oft from whose feet the aralancbe, unheard. 

Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene 
Into the depth of cYouds th.-it veil iny breast— 

Thou too again, atupendous Mountain ! thou 
That as I raise my head, awhile bow'd low 
In adoration, upward from thy base 
Blow-traTelliiig with dim eyes suffused with tear*, 
Solemnly seemeat, like a vapoury cloud. 

To rise before me—Rise, O ever rise. 

Rise like a cloud of iucense, from the Earth I 
Thou kingly Spirit throned cniong the bills, 

Thou dread ambassador from Earth to Ileaven, 
Great hierarch! tell thou the silent sky. 

And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun. 

Earth, with her thousand voices, praues God. 

COLKBTDOK. 


on t|tt Statons. 

Tbcse, as they change, Alihobtt Fsthsk theae. 
Are but the varied Goo. The rolling year 
la full of Tbkb. Forth iu the pleaaiiig Spring 
Tbt lieanty walks, Trt tenderness and love. 
Wide flush the fields ; the sofreoing air ia ladra ; 
Echo the mountains rouuU ; the forrst smiles ; 
And every senae and every heart ia joy. 

Then comes Tbt glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent, Then Tar sun 
Shoota mil perfection through the swelling year: 
And oft Tbt voice in dreadful thunder speaka, 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or fidliug eve. 

By brooks and groves in hollow-whiapering gales. 
Tht bounty shines in Autumn uncounned. 

And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 

In Winter awful Thou I with clouds and storms 



TOBtt or ULIOIOV. 


f»4 


Aronod Tbee thrown, tempest o’er tem))eat roll’d, 
&Uieatie dsrkneee! on the whirlwind’! wing, 

Biding inbllme, 'Thoo bidd'at the world adore, 

And hamblevt natore with Tht northern blaat. 

Mjiteriona ronnd I what akill, what force dirine, 
Deep-felt, in theae appear I a aimple train, 

Yet ao delightful mix’d, with such kind art, 

Sneh beauty and beneficence combined ; 

Shade unperceired, so softening into shade; 

And all so forming an harmouions whole. 

That, as they still succeed, they rariah stilL 
But wandering oft, with rude unconscious gaze, 

Man marks not Tbez, marks not the mighty hand 
That, erer busy, wheels the aileut spheres; 

'Works in the secret deep ; shoots steaming theaea 
The fair profusion that o’enpreads the spring; 

Flings from the sun direct the flaming day ; 

Feeds erery creature; hurls the tempest forth, 

And sa on earth this grateful change rerolres, 

With Ininsport touches all the springs of life. 

Natnre, attend ! join every living soul 
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky. 

In adoration join; and ardent raise 
One geueral song I To Him, ye vocal gales. 

Breathe soft, whose bfirit in your freshueaa breathes : 
Oh I talk of Him in solitary glooms. 

Where o’er the rock the scarcely waving pine 
I^ts the brown shade with a religious awe. 

And ye, whoss bolder nots is heard afar, 

Who shake the astonish’d world, lift high to heaven 
The impetuous song, and say from whom you rage. 
His praise, ye broo^ attune, ye trembling rilla; 

And let me catch it as I muse along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profound ; 

Ye softer floods, that lead tbs humid maze 
Along ths vale; and thou, majestic main, 

A seerst world of wonders in thyself, 

Sound Hie stupendous praise, whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring falL 

Soft roll your incense, herbs, and fruita, and flowers. 
In mingled clouds to Him, whose sun ex^ts, - 
'Whose nreath perfumes you, and whose pencil paints. 
Ye forests^ bend; ye harvests, wave to &m ; 
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Brasthe jonr lUU loog into the re&per’a he&rt, 

As home be goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in Heaven, as earth asleep 
XTneonscioua lies, effuse your mildest beams; 

Ye eonstellalions, while yoor angels strike, 

Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 

Great source of day I best image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide. 

From world to world, the vital ocean round. 

On Nature write with every beam His pralM. 

The thunder rolls: be hnaVd the proetrate world ; 
While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills; ye mossy rocks. 

Retain the sonud ; the broad reiTOOsive lowe 
Ye valleys raise ; for the Ghsst Shephbso reigns. 
And his unsuffering kingdom yet will come. 

Ye woodlands all, awake ; a boundless song 
Burst from the ^ves I and when the restless day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep. 

Sweetest of birds I sweet Fhilomela, charm 

The listening shades, and teach the night Hia praise. 

Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles. 

At ouce the bead, the heart, the tongue of all. 

Crown the great hymn ! in swarming cities vast, 

Assembled men, to the deep ornn join 

The long reeouuding voice, oft-breaking clear, 

At solemn pauses, through the swelling base ; 

And, as each mingling ^^e increases each, 

In one united ardour rise to heaven. 

Or if you rather choose the rural shade. 

And ^d a fane in every sacred grove. 

There let the ehepherd's lute, the virgin’s lay, 

The prompting seraph, and the poet's lyre. 

Still sing the God or Skssons, as they roll. 

For me, when I forMt the darling theme. 
Whether the blossom nlowa, the Summer-ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams. 

Or Winter tiies in the bla^euin^ east; 

Be my tongue route, my fancy paint no more. 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat 1 

Should fate command me to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climes. 
Rivers Unknown to song; where first the son 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
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FUidm on th’ AlUntie itie*; ’tit nought to mo: 
SioM UoD it ever pretent, erer felt. 

In the void watte at iu the city full; 

And where Hi vital brrathee there nntt be joj. 
When even at la»t the tolerao hour tball eonie, 

And wing my uivetio flight to future worlde, 

I cheerful will obey ; there with new powera. 

Will riting woiideri ting. I eniiuot go 
Where UNmiaAi, Lon not tmilee around, 
Siittaining all yon orbe, and nil ilieir tuut ; 

From teeming evil ttill educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ttill, 

In inflnite progreaeion. But 1 loae 
Mytelf in Him, in uobt iKirrABLi 1 
Come, then, ezpreativa Silence, mute Hie praite. 

THOMaov. 


Pjjrmr of 

Ooo of the earth'a extended plaint I 
The dark, greeu firMt eootenteil lie; 

The mountniua rite like holy towera, 

Where man might commune with the tky; 
The tall cliff chaltengea the atonn 
That lowere upon the vale below, 

Where ahaded fonntaini tend their ttreama 
With joyoua muaic in their flow, 

Qod of the dark and heavy deep I 
The wavet lie Bleeping on the tanda. 

Till the flerce tmmpet of the tlorm 

Hath tummon'd up their thundering bande; 
Then the white aailt are dath’d like foam, 

Or hurry trembling o’er the aeaa. 

Till, calm'd by thee, the einkiog gale 
Serenely breathes, “ Depart in peace.” 

God of the forest’a toleron shade I 
The grandeur of the lonely tree. 

That wreatlee singly with the gale, 

Lifts up admiring eyes to (hee ; 

But more majestic far they ttanil, 

When aide by side their ranks they form, 

To arave on high their plumes of green, 

And fight their battles with the etorm. 
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God of the light end riewloM eir I 
Where eunimer breezes sweetly flow, 
Or^nthrriog in their eogry might, 

Tie tierce and wiiitiy teinpeats blow ; 

All—from the ereuioge (*liiiulire aigh, 

That hardly lifu the drooping flower, 

To the wild whirlwind's nihlui^t cry, 

Breathe forth the language of thy power. 

God of the fair and open sky I 
Bow gloriously above us springs 
The tented dome, of heavenly blue, 

Sustieniled on the rainbow's rings I 
Each orilliaut star, that s|iarkles through. 

Each gilded cloud, that wanders fiwe 
In eveniug's purfile radiance, nvea 
The beauty of its praise to wee. 

God of the rolling orbs above I 
TTiy name is written clearly bright 
In the warm day's unvarying bluM, 

Or evening's golden shower ut light. 

For every fire that fronts the aun. 

And every spark that walks alone 
Around the utmost verge of heaven, 

Were kindled at thy burning throne. 

God of the world! The hour must come, 

And nature’s self to dust return; 

Her crumbling altars must decay ; 

Her incense fires shall ceaee to bnm; 

But still her grand and lovely scenes 
Have made man’s warmest praises flow ; 

For hearts grow holier as they trace 
The beauty of the world below. 

PgSBODT. 


4[m$t JPgiTtit. 

Tek groves were God’s first temples. Ere man leam’d 
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, 

Aud spread the roof above them,—ere he framed 
The lofty vault, to gather and roll back 
The sound of anthems; in the darkling wood, 
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down, 
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And offer’d to the Mightiest eolemn tK«.nk« 

And suppUastioD. For hie simple heart 
Might not resist the saered infloences 
Which, from the stilly twilight of the place. 

And from the gray old trm^ that hi^ in hearen 

Mingled their mossy boughs, and from the sonnd 

Of the inrisible breath that sway'd at onoe 

AH their grron tope, stole orer him, and bow'd 

His spirit with the thought of boundless power 

And inaccessible majesty. Ah t why 

Should we in the world’s riper years neglect 

Ood’s ancient sanctuaries, and adore 

Only among the crowd, aud under roofs 

That our frail hands hare raised t Let me, at least, 

Here in the shadow of this aged wood. 

Offer one hymn—thrice happy, if it find 
Acceptance in His ear. 

Father 1 thy hand 
Hath rear'd these venerable columns, thou 
Didst weave this verdant roof. Thon didst look down 
Upon the naked earth, and, forthwith, rose 
All these fair ranks of trees. They in the sun 
Budded, and shook their green leaves in thy hreeze, 
And shot towards heaven. The century-living crow. 
Whose birth was on their tops, grew old and died 
Among their brauches, till, at last, they stood, 

As now th^ stand, massy, and tuU, and dark. 

Fit shrine for bumble worshipper to hold 
Communion with his Maker. These dim vaults. 
These winding aisles, of human pomp or pride 
Beport not. No fantastic carvings show 
The boast of our vain race to change the form 
Of thy fair works. But thou art here—thou fiH’st 
The solitude. Thou art in the soft winds 
That run along the summit of these trees 
In music; thou art in the cooler breath 
That from the inmost darkness of the place 
Comes, scarcely felt; the barky trunks, the ground, 
The frrah moist ^und, are all instinct with thee. 
Here is oontinuBJ worship; natnre here. 

In the tranquillity that thou dost love. 

Enjoys thy presence. Noiselessly, around. 

From perch to perch, the solitary bird 

Passes; and yon clear spring, that, 'midst its herbs, 

Wells softly forth, and wandering steepe the roots 
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Of hmlf the mishtj foraet, tella do Ule 
Of ell the eood it does. Tbon heat oot left 
Thyaelf without e witneae, in theee shedee, 

Of thy perfeclkme Grandeur, itrenrth, and grace 
Are here to epeek of Thee. Tbie mighty oek— 

By whole immoraUe item I itend, end seem 
Almost ennihileted—not e prince, 

In ell thet proud old world beyond the deep. 

E'er wore nis crown as loftily as he 
Wears tbs green coronal of leaves with which 
Thy band hath graced him. Nestled at his root 
la beauty, such as blooms not In the glare 
Of the broad sun. That delicate forest flower, 

With scented breath, and look so like a smile. 

Seems, as it iasoee from the sbapelesa mould. 

An emanation from the indwelling Life, 

A visible token of the upholding Love, 

That are the soul of this wide universe. 

My heart is awed within me when I think 
Of the great miracle that still goes on. 

In silence, round me—the perpetual work 
Of thy creation, finish'd, yet renew'd 
For ever. Written on thy works I read 
The lesson of thine own eternity. 

Lo I all grow old anil die—but see again. 

How on the faltering footetepe of decay 
Youth presses—ever gay amt beautiful youth. 

In all its beautiful forms. These lofty trees 
Wave not lees proudly that their ancestors 
Moulder beneath them. Oh, there is not lost 
One of earth's charms ; apou her bosom yet, 

After the flight of untold centuries. 

The freehnera of her far beginning lies. 

And yet shall lie. Life mocks the Idle hate 
Of his arch enemy. Death—yea, ha seats himself 
Upon the tyrant's throne—the sepulchre. 

And of the triumphs of hia ghastly foe 
Makes his own noariehment. For he came 
From thine own bosom, ami shall havs no end. 

Tbsre have been holy men, who hid thoinoelvce 
Deep in the woody wiLdernaes, and gave 
Their livee to tboogbt and praysiT, till they tmtliwwc 
The gensratioD born writb them, nor seem 0 
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Lcm kgad tluui the hoary tree* aod rooki 
ArouDil them ;—and there bare beeo holy men 
Who deem'd it were Dot well to poM life tbua. 

But let me often to theee eolitudee 
Belire, and in thy preaenee rmaeure 
My feeble rirtue. Uere ita enemiee, 

The paaaions, at thy plainer fooUtepe shrink 
And tremble and are still. Ob, God I when thou 
Dost score the world with tempests, set on fire 
The heavens with fitUioff thunderbolts, or fill 
With all the waters of the firmament. 

The swift dork whirlwind that uproots the woods 
And drowns the villages; when, at thy call, 

IJpriaes the great <leep and throws himself 
Upon the coutinent, anil overwhelms 
Its cities—who forgets not, at the sight 
Of these tremendous tokens of thy power, 

His pride, and lays his strifes and follies by t 
Oh, from these sterner aspects of thy face 
Spare me and mine, nor let us need the wrath 
Of the mod unchain’d elements to teach 
Who rules them. Be it ours to meditate. 

In these calm sliodes, thy milder majesty, 

And to the beautiful order of thy works 
Learn to conform the order of our lives. 

BaTAXT, 


Hgtnn of Ciij. 

Not in the solitnds 

Alone may moo commune with Heaven, or see 
Only in savage wood 
And sunny vole, the pesent Deity ; 

Or only bear His voice 

Where the winds whisper and the waves rejoice. 
Even here do I behold 

Tl^ steps. Almighty I—here, amidst the crowd, 
'Through the great city roll’d, 

With everlasting murmur deep and lond— 
Choking the ways that wina 
'Mongst the prond pilss, the work of hnmon kind. 
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Thy toUcd ranabiiie coidm 
From tna roood heaven, and on their dwellingk lies, 
And lights their inner homes; 

For them thou fill'et with air the anboonded sides, 
And givest them the stores 
Of ocean, and the harvests of its shores. 

Thy spirit is aronnd. 

Quickening the reatlesa mass that sweeps along; 

And this eternal sound— 

Voices and footfalls of the numberless throng— 

Lika the resounding sea, 

Or, like the rainy tempest, speaks of Thee, 

And when the hours of rest 
Coroe, like a calm upon the mid-aea brine. 

Buying its billowy breast— 

The quiet of that moment too is thine; 

It nreathes of Him who keeps 
The vast and helpless city while it sleeps. 

BaraMT. 


glissionErg Jpgmit. 

From Greenland's icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand. 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 
Boll down their golden sand: 
FVom many an ancient river. 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 
Their land from Error’s chain I 

What though the spicy breeses 
Blow soft on Ceylon’s isle, 
Though every prospect pleases. 
And only man is vile; 

In vain with lavish kindness. 

The gifts of Qod are strown. 
The Heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone I 
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C&D we wkoiie lonU are lighted 
With wiediom (ioin on high. 

Can we to man benighted 
The lamp of life deny I 
SalratioD ! O'h, Salvation I 
The joyfiil sound proclaim. 

Till earth's I'emotest nation 

Hm leam'd Messiah’s name 1 Hxbcs 


1^ ls«ui on t|t |biUnli[. 

But peaceful wvi the night, 

Wherein the Prince of Light 

His reign of pence upon the earth began: 

The winds with wouder whist, 

Smoothly the waters kiss’d, 

Whispering new joys to the mild ocean, 

Who now hath quite forgot to raye, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave. 

The shepherds on the lawn, 

Or ere the point of dawn. 

Sat simply chatting in a mstic row; 

Full little thought they then, 

That the mighty Pan 

Was kindfy come to live with them below; 

Perhaps their loi'es or else their sheep 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so bnsy keep. 

When each mosi c sweet 

Their hearts and esirs did grtet, 

As neyer was Iby mortal linger strook; 

Diyinely warbled yoice 
Answering the stringed noise. 

As all their somls in blissful rapture took: 

The air, such pleasure loath to lose, 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly oloea. 

Snch music (as ’tis said) 

Before was never made, 

But when of olid the eons of morning sung, 

While the Creator great 
His constellations set, 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 

And cast the dark foundations deep. 

And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 
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Ring ont, j« crjstnl tphere*. 

Once bleaa our human earn, 

If yt hare power to touch onr MiMee wo, 

And let your silver chime 
Move in melodione time; 

And let the base of Heaven’s deep organ blow; 
And, with your ninefold harmony. 

Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

For, if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long. 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold ; 

And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die. 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould; 
And Hell itself will pass away, 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peerii^ day. 
Tea, Truth and Justice then 
Will down return to men, 

Orb'd in a rainbow; aud, like glories wearing, 
Mercy will sit betweeu, 

Throned in celestial sheen, 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering; 
And Heaven, as at some festival. 

Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall. 

_ Milton. 

^lEit of Cjfrisi, A Cop Spoil tiiolhisl 

Heart of Christ, 0 cup most golden I 
Brimming with salvation'e wine, 

Million souls have been beholdsu 
Unto thee for life divine; 

Thon art full of blood the purest, 

Love the tendereet and surest: 

Blood is life, and life is love; 

Oh, what wine is there like love I 
Heart of Christ, O cup most golden 1 
Out of thee the martyrs drank. 

Who for truth in cities oldeo 
Spake, nor from the torture shrank; 

Saved they were from traitor's meanness, 

Fill'd with joys of holy keenness: 

Strong are those that drink of of love; 

Ob, wnat wine is there like love i 
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Heart of Christ, O cup most gulden! 

To remotest place and time 
Thou for labours wilt embolden 
Unpre><amiDg but sublime: 

Hearts are firm, thougli nerves be shaken. 

When from thee new life is taken: 

Truth recruits itself by love; 

Oh, what wine is there like love I 

Heart of Christ, 0 cup most golden I 
Taking of thy cordial bleat, 

Soou the sorrowful are folden 
In a gentle healthful rest: 

Thou anxieties art easing. 

Pains implacable appeasing: 

Grief is comforted by love; 

Ob, what wine is there like love! 

Heart of Christ, O cup most golden, 

Liberty from thee we win ; 

We who drink, no more are holden 
By the shameful curds of sin; 

Pledge of Mercy's sure forgiving. 

Powers for a holy living,— 

These, thon cup of love, are thine ; 

Love, thou art the mightiest wine I 

Ltsob. 


ITabonnr's Jsmn. 

TTf to the throne of God is borne 
The voice of praise at early mom. 

And he accepts the punctual hymn 
Song as the light of day grows dim. 

Nor will he turn his ear aside 
From holy offerings at noontide. 

Then here reposing let us raise 
A song of gratitude and praise. 

What though our burthen be not light. 
We need not toil from mora to night; 
The respite of the mid-day hoar 
la in the thankful Creature’s power. 
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Bleat are the moments, donbly bleat, 

That, drawn firom this one hoar of real, 

Are with a read/ heart beatow'd 
Upon the service of oar Ood I 

Each field is then a hallow'd spot, 

An altar is in each man's cot, 

A charch in every grove that spreada 
Its living roof above oar heads. 

Look ap to Heaven I the indaatriona Sau 
Already half his race hath ran ; 

Be cannot halt nor go astray. 

Bat oar immortal Spirits may. 

Lord I since his rising in the East, 

If we have falter’d or tranagreas’d, 

Onide, from thy love's abandant sonroe, 

What yet remains of this day's course; 

Help with thy grace, throagh life's short day, 
Our upward and our downward way ; 

And glorify for ns the west, 

When we shall sink to final rest 

Wordsworth. 


tfbti-Start. 

“For of Him, ud Uuvnaa Him, aad to BUd an *0 thlnsa to wbon So glorr 
for 

Abovb, below, in sl^ and sod. 

In leaf and spar, in star and roan. 

Well might the sage Athenian scan 
The geometric signs of God, 

The measured order of His plan. 

And India's mystics sang aright 
Of the One Life pervading all. 

One Being's tidal rise and fall 
In soul and form, in sound and sight, 

Eternal outflow and recall. 

God is : and man in guilt and fear 
The central fact of nature owns ; 

Kneels, trembling, by his altar-stones. 

And darkly dreams the guilty smear 
Of blood appeases and atones. 


z 
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Qailt (hapaa tba tenror: daap witbla 
The homan heart the aeerat liaa 
Of all the hidaoQS dailies; 

And. painted on a gronnd of aio, 

The fabled goda of torment riaa t 

And what ia HE t Tba ripe grain node, 

The aoft dewB fall, the aweet flowara blow, 
But darker aigna Hia praaenca abow ; 

The earthquake and the atnrm are Ond’a, 
And go<^ and aril interflow. 

Oh, hearta of love! Oh. aoula that tnm 
Like aun-flowera to tne pure and beat I 
To Ton the tmth ia manifaat; 

for thej the mind of Cbriat diaoem, 

Who lean like John npoa bit brcaat I 

In him of whom the Sibyl told. 

For whom the prophet'a harp waa toned, 
Whoea need the a^ and magian own’d. 

The loring heart of Qod behold, 

The hope for which the agea groan'd! 

Fade pomp of dreadful imagery. 

Wherewith mankind have deified 
Their hate, and aalfiahneaa, and pride I 

Let the acared dreamer wake to aee 
The Chriat of Kazareth at hia aide! 

What doth that holy guide rcnnire t 
No rite of pain, nor gift of blood. 

But, man, a kindly brotherhood, 

Looki^, where duty ia deaire, 

To mm, the beautiful and good. 

Gone be the &ithleaaoeaa of fear; 

And let the pitying hearen'a aweet rain 
Waah out the altar'a bloody atain. 

The law of Hatred dlaappear. 

The law of Love alone remain. 

Now fall the idola falae and grim I 
And lo I their bideoua wreck above, 

The emblema of the Lamb and Dove! 

kCan tuma from Ood, not Ood from him. 
And guilt, in auflaring, whiapem Lore I 
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The world eita at the feet of Christ 
UuluiowiuKi blind, and unconaoled; 

It jret ehall touch Hia oarment’a fold, 

And feel the heavenly AlchemUt 
Transform its very dost to gold. 

The theme befitting angel tongnes 
Beyond a mortars scope has grown. 

Oh, heart of mine I with reverence own 
The fnlnesi which to it belonga. 

And trust the unknown for tns known I 

WaiiTiKa. 


Hgnm of (mil. 

O Loeo Divine I that stoop'd to share 
Oar sharpest pane, our bitterest tear, 

On thee we cast each earth-bom care, 

We smile at pain while Thou art near. 

Though long the weary way we tread. 

And sorrow ciown each lingering year; 

No path we shun, no darkness dread. 

Our hearts still whispering. Thou art nearl 

When drooping pleasure toms to grief^ 

And trembling faith is changed to fear. 

The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf, 

Shall softly toll us, Thou art near I 

On Thee we fling our burdening woe, 

0 Love Diviue! for ever dear. 

Content to suffer, while we know, 
living and dying. Thou art near I 

Houcks. 


I^crbiu. 

Oou does not need 

Either man’s work, or bis own gifts: who beet 
Bear bis mild yoke, they serve him best His state 
Is kingly ; thonsands at bis bidding speed, 

And poet o’er land and ocean without rest: 

They also serve who only stand and wait 

Miltok. 
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JLmjbom of 0o2>. 

I OAT to UiM, do thon repeat 
To the first man thoa mayeat meot 
In lane, highway, or open street— 

That he, and we, and all men, move 
Under a canopy of love. 

As broad as tne blue sky above; 

That donbt and troable, fear and pain 
And anguie^ all are ehadows vain, 

That death itself shall not remain; 

That weary deserts we may tread, 

A dreary labyrinth may thread, 

Throngh dark ways nndergronnd be led ; 

Yet, if we will One Onide obey, 

The dreariest path, the darkest way 
Shall issue ont in heavenly day; 

And we, on divers shores now cast. 

Shall meet, our perilous voyage past. 

All in our Father’s house at last 

Anil ere thon leave him, say thon this 
Yet one word more—they only miss 
The winning of tiiat final bliss. 

Who will not count it true, that Love, 
Blessing, not cursing, rules above. 

And that in it we live and move. 

And one thing farther make him know. 
That to believe these things are so. 

This firm faith never to forego, 

Despite of all that seems at strife 
\Yith blessing, all with curses rife. 

That this M blessing, this ii life. 


Tancn. 
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0ob, Bitlt of all. 

** Tilt di7 ia thine, the night nlao U thine: ttu>n hut prtpAred the light eoJ 
IbAtOO. 

** Thou hut eet nil ibe border* of the eerth: thon hut mnde inmmar and 
Mia(er."~P&U4f IxiiT. id, 17. 

Taor art, O God ! the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see; 

Its glow by day, its smile by night, 

Aro but reflections caught from Thee. 

Where’er we turn. Thy etories shine. 

And all tilings lair and bright are Thine 

When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the op'ning clouds of £ren. 

And we can almost Uink we gue 
Throngh golden vistas into Heaven— 

Those hues that make the sun’s decline 
So soft, so radiant. Loan, are Thine! 

When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O’ershMOws all the earth and skies. 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with unnumber’d dyes— 

That sacred ^oom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless, Loro, are Thine 1 

When youthful Spring around ns breathes, 

Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every flower the Summer wreathes 
Is bom beneath that kindling eye. 

Where’er we turn. Thy glories shi^ 

And aU things fair and bright are T^e 1 

Moors. 


SSois^. 

Ob, brother man t fold to thy heart thy brother; 

Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there; 
To worship rightly is to love each other, 

Eaoh smile a hymn, each kindly deed ^ prayer. 

Follow with reverent steps the great example 
Of Him whose holy work was “ doing ^ood ; ” 
So shall the wide earth seem our Fathers temple. 
Each loving life a pealm of gratitude. 
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Then shall all shackles fall; the stonnj elangonr 
Of wild war-mnaie o'er the earth shall cease ; 
Lore shall tread ont the baleful firs of anger, 

And in its ashes plant the tree of peace ! 

Ww'l'I'lSK, 


^tbolLim. 

I. 

Tbk secret heart 

Is fair Derotion's temple ; there the sain^ 

E’en on that living altar, lights the flame 
Of purest sacrifice, which bums unseen, 

Not unaccepted. HaswAH Morb. 


n. 

Thx inward sighs of humble penitence 

Bias to the ear of Heaven, wnen pealdd hTrana 

Are scatter’d with the sounds of common air. 

JoainrA Barxir. 


Pontntg ^tbotion. 

Whet first thy eyes unveil, give thy soul leave 
To do the like; our bodies but forerun 
The spirit’s dui^: true hearts spread and heave 
Unto their (hod as flowers do to the sun ; 

Give Him thy first thoughts then, so abalt thou keep 
Him company all day, and in Him sleep. 

Vaooham. 


Bnb ^rBQtr b1 Close of 

To Thee, our Creator, our homage we bring. 

With deep adoration Thy praises we sing; 

To Thee, our good Father, all loving ana wise, 

With earnest devotion our prayers would arise. 

O Father of Mercy t be with us to-night. 

That our souls may be gladden’d and glow in thy light 
In life and in deatn may our trust be in Thee, 

Till the stream of Time merge in Eternity’s sea. 

Shorter. 
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Jlriitb bt |[biiu for €ba. 

Blessed be tlijr name tor ever, 

Thoa of life the ^ard and giver 1 
Thou canst guard thr creatures sleeping, 

Heal the heart long broke with weeping. 

Ood of stiUness and of motion, 

Of the desert and the ocean, 

Of the mountain, rock, and river, 

Blessed be thy name for everl 
Thou who slumbereet not nor sleepeet, 

Bleat are they thou kindly keepest, 

Ood of evening’s parting ray. 

Of midnight’s gloom, and dawning day, 

That rises firom the aeure sea. 

Like breathinge of eternity. 

God of life I that &de shall never, 

Blessed be thy name for ever 1 

Hooe. 


'^pthotioRsl IntilcmtBls. 

** Kot to tbe MtUi 

AMOd to HoATea.** 

Where will they stop, those breathing Fowevs, 
The Spirits of the new-born flowers 1 
They wander with the breese, they wind 
Where’er the streams a passage find; 

Up from their native ^ound they rise 
In mote aerial harmonies; 

From humble violet—modest thyme— 
Exhaled, the essential odours climb, 

As if no space below the sky 
Their subtle flight could satisfy: 

Heaven will not tax our thoughts with pride 
If like ambition be tMr guide. 

Roused by this kindliest of May-ehowers, 
The spirit-quiokener of the flowers. 

That with moist virtue softly cleaves 
The buds, and Heshena the young leaves. 

The birds pour forth their souls in notes 
Of raptors from a thousand throats— 
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Hera ehaek'd by too Impotaooa baato, 

While there the mane rane to ireete, 

With boonty more and more enlarged. 

Till the whole air la OTercharged ; 

Giro ear, O Man I to their appeal. 

And thiret for no inferior aeal, 

Thoa, who canat tkint, aa well ae feel 

Mount from the earth; aapire I aapire I 
8o pleada the town’s cathedral quire, 

In etraina that from their eolemn height 
Sink, to attain a loftier flight; 

While ineenee from the attar breathre 
Bieh fragranoe in embodied wreathe; 

Or, flong from ewinging eeneer, ehronda 
The taMr-lighta, and curia in clonda 
Around anffelie Forma, the etill 
Creation of the painter'a akill. 

That on the eervice wnt conceal’d 
One moment, and the next reveal’d. 

—Caat off yonr bonda, awake, arise, 

And for no transient ecstasies I 
What else can mean the viaual plea 
Of etill or moving imagery— 

The iterated summons load, 

Not wasted on the attendant crowd, 

Nor wholly lost upon the throng 
Hurrying the busy streets along! 

Alas I the sanctities combined 
By art to unaenanalise the mind, 

Deear and languish; or, as creeds 
And namours change, are spurn'd like weeds 
The priesta are from their altara thrust; 
Temples are levell’d with the dost; 

And solemn rites and awful forme 
Founder amid fanatic storms. 

Yet evermore, through years renew’d 
In undiaturb’d vicissitude 
Of seasons balancing their flight 
On the swift wings of day and night. 

Kind Nature keepe a heavenly door 
Wide open for the scatter’d Poor. 

Where flower-breathed incense to the skies 
la wafted in mute harmonies; 
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And gronnd fresh^cloren I 17 the ploogh 
Is fr^rant 'with a humbler vow; 

Where birds and brooks from le^j dells 
Chime forth unwearied cauticles, 

And vapours magnify and spread 
The glory of the suns bright head— 

Still constant in her worship, still 
Conforming to the eternal Will, 

Whether men sow or reap the fields, 

Divine monition Nature yields, 

That not by bread alone 'we live, 

Or what a Imnd of flesh can give; 

That every day should leave some part 
Free for a sabbath of the heart: 

Bo shall the seventh be truly blest, 

From mom to eve, with hollow’d rest. 

WOBBSWOBTB. 


IQitnstrr. 

Tas Minster is a marble psalm, 

Where Druid oak and Srnan palm 
Lilt the grain'd roof^ and seem to wave 
O’er male and chancel, crypt and grave. 

The church of God in man below 
Methinks should like the minster grow; 

Ail Truths His threefold voice inspires 
Should build its buttresses and spues; 

Each holv deed that memory sings 
Should gleam with cherub face and wings 
O’er the high altar’s mystic shrine, 

And love make all the place divine. 

HaBBia 


to t^e 

Iir the hour of my distress, 

When tempUtions me oppress. 

And when 1 my sins confess. 

Sweet Spirit comfort me 1 

When I lie 'within my bed, 

Sick in heart, and uck in head, 

And with doubts discomforted. 

Sweet Spirit comfort me I 
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Whan the houae doth sigh and weep, 

And the world ia drown’d in sleep, 

Tet mine eyes the watch do keep, 

Sweet Spirit comfort me 1 

When, Qod knows, Pm tost abont, 

Either with despair or doubt; 

Yet, before the glass be out, 

Sweet Spirit comfort me I 

When the priest his last hath pray'd, 

And I nod to what is said, 

’Cause my speech is now decay’d, 

Sweet Spirit comfort me I 

When the judgment is reveal’d. 

And that opead which was seed’d; 

When to Tnee I have appeal’d, 

Sweet Spirit comfort met 

Hirbice. 


** Tbou, 0 Bplrit I tbit doft prefer 
all tho aprisht heart anl pofa, 

loatfiMA na, (orClMa kiioiwrat. 

WbatlometadarklLLDiAiKK.'* Mxltov. 

Wbbb doubts torment, and fears assail, and all our path 
is dark as night, 

Withont a single star to cheer—Hear our prayer, O Qod, 
for Light! 

When in earnest search of troth—«triring still to gain 
the right, 

We stumble blindlv on our way,—O God of wisdom, grant 
more Light! 

When weak and weary, sorrow laden,—cast around thy 
arm of might I 

When we fail to trace, or trust Thee,—Heavenly Pather, 
Light, more Light I 

When those whom we love the dearest, fade from before 
our failing sight, 

In the shadow of Death's preMnoe, gracious God, be Thou 
our Light I SnoBTBB. 
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^ i«8«- 

Father of lifjht and life ! thoa Good Supreme I 
O teach me what ta good I teach me thyMlf t 
Save me ftom folly, vanity, and vice! 

From every low pursuit! and feed my soul 
With knowledge^ conscious peace, and virtue pure. 
Sacred, subetantial, never-fMing bliss 1 

Tboksoe. 


Jfst^cr, 

UxiEse Thou shew to us Thine own true way, 

No man can find it; Father 1 Thou must lead. 

Do Thou, then, breathe those thounhts into my mind, 
^ which such virtues may in me be bred. 

That in Thy holy footsteps I may tread. 

Traruiated by S. WorcUicorth. —Micbaei. Ananta, 


% Snntlc. 


I HAVE seen 

A curious child, who dwelt upon a tract 
Of inland mund, applying to his ear 
'rhe convolutions or a smooth-lipp’d shell; 

To which, in silence hush'd, his very soul 
Listen’d intensely; and his countenance soon 
Brighten'd with joy ; for from within were heard 
Murmurings, whereby the monitor express’d 
Mysterious union witn its native sea. 

Even such a shell, the universe itself 
Is to the ear of Faith; and there are tunes, 

I doubt not, when to all it doth impart 
Authentic tidings ofinvisible things; 

Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power; 

And central peace, subsisting at the heart 
Of endless agitation. 


WOMWWORTH. 
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Siiathuu at Sonob. 

Jot ia a weak and giddy thing, that laugha 
Itself to weariness or sleep, and wakes 
To the same barren laughter; 'tis a child 
Perpetually, and all its past and futore 
Lie in the compass of an infant'a day. 

Crush'd from our sorrow all that’s great in man 
Has ever sprang. In the bold Pagan world 
Men deified the oeantiful, the glad, 

The strong, the boastful, and it came to nought; 

We hare raised Pain and Sorrow into heareu. 

And in our temples, on our altars. Grief 
Stands symbol of our faith, and it shall last 
As long as man is mortal and unhappy. 

The gay at heart may wander to the skies. 

And harps may there be found them, and the branch 
Of palm M put into their hands: on earth 
We know them not; no votarist of our faith. 

Till he has dropp'd his tears into the stream. 

Tastes of its sweetness. 

JoAKira Bauxib- 


0^, C^on t b^o % SSbnmr's Cm, 

Uh, Thou ! who dry’st the mourner's tear, 
How dark this world would be, 

If, when deceived and wounded here, 

We could not fly to Thee I 
The friends who in our sunshine lire. 

When winter comes are flown; 

And he who has but tears to give. 

Must weep those tears alone. 

But Thou wilt heal that broken heart, 
Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of woe I 

When Joy no longer soothes or cheers. 

And e’en the hope that threw 
A moment’s sparkle o’er our tears, 
la dimm’d and vanish'd too!— 
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Ob, who would bear lile'e atonuj doom, 

Did not tbr Wing of Love 
Come, brigbUr wafting through the gloom. 

One Peace-branoh from above t 
Then sorrow, touch'd by Thee, grows bright 
With more than rapture's ray; 

As darkness shows os worlds of light 
We never saw by day I 

Mookx. 


onlg Bhu{aBlr SoggoTl fox t||t Cslanziut of ^ifc. 

Oms adequate support 
For the calamities of mortal life 
Exists—one only; an assured belief 
That the procession of our fate, howe’er 
Sad or disturb’d, is order'd by a Being 
Of infinite benevolence and power; 

Whose everlasting purposes embrace 
All accidents, converting them to good. 

The darts of an^iali Jtx not where the seat 
Of suffering hath been thoroughly fortified 
By acquiescence in the Will supreme 
For time and for eternity ; by wth. 

Faith absolute in Qod, including hope. 

And the defence that ties in boundless love 
Of bis perfections; with habitual dread 
Of angnt unworthily conceived, endured 
Impatiently, 111 done, or left undone. 

To the dishonour of his holy name. 

Soul of our souls, and safeguard of the world t 
Sustain, thou only canst, the sick of heart; 

Restore their languid spirits, and recsdl 
Their lost affections unto thee and thine I 

WOBOBWOBTB. 


ComfoiL 

Spxax low to me, my Saviour, low and sweet 
From out the hallelujahs, sweet and low. 
Lest I should fear and fall, and miss thee so, 
Who art not miss'd by any tnat entreat 
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Speak to me aa to Marjr at thy feet— 

And if no precioni ^mna my handa bestow, 

Let my tears drop like amMr, while I gu 
In reach of thy dirinest Toiee complete 
In linmaoest affeetion. Thus, in sooth 
To lose the sense of losing I Aa a child, 

Whose son^-bird seeks the wood for erermnre, 
la sung to in its ateud by mother's month— 

TUI, sinung on her breiMt, loee-recunciled. 

He sleeps the (aster that he before. 

& B. Bbowfimo. 


ConulaiioB. 


O wxART heart, oppress'd with ears. 

And pain, and grief^ and bitter woe 1 
In^ perplex’d, nor seeing where 
Thy course doth tend ^id onward flow 

Of ceaseless time; presaging iU: 

Hush aU thy griefs 1 and let the calm 
From heavenly spheres thy bosom All, 
And all thy soul, like holy psalm 

To Ood ascend I Yea I like tbs choir 
Of seraphs that before hia throne 
Bing evermore. Let spirit-fire 

Purge all thy dross; and every tone 


From angel-harjM thy being thrill 
Besponaive, till all discords cease: 

Through blinding tears, God's purpose will 
Unfmd its love, and whisper—Pxaox. 

Bhoxtkr. 


Sinti biillni bg JSlUton in ||m Olb ^gt. 

I an old and blind I 

Men point at me aa smitten by God’s frown— 
Afflicted and deserted of my mind— 

Tet am I not oast down. 
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I am weftk, yet strong— 

I maranr not tbet I no longer see— 

Poor, old, and helpleas, I the more belong. 

Father Supreme! to thee. 

Ob, merciful One! 

When men are furthest then Tbou art moat near ; 
When friends pass by, my weakness shun, 

Tbt chariot I hear. 

Thy glorious face 

Is leaning towards me—and its holy light 
Shines in upon mr lonely dwelling^luM, 

And there is no more night. 

On my bended knee 

I recognise thy purpose clearly shown— 

My rision Thou bast dimm’d, that I may see 
Thyself—^Thyself alone. 

I have naught to fear— 

This darkness is the shadow of thy wing— 
Beneath it I am almost sacred—here 
Can come no evil thing. 

Oh I I seem to stand 

Trembling, where foot of mortal ne'er hath been, 
Wrapp’d in the radiance of Thy sinless hand, 
Which eye hath never seen. 

Visions come and go— 

Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng, 
From angel lins I seem to hear the Bow 
Ot soil and holy song. 

It is nothing now, 

When heaven is opening on my sightless eyes— 
Whsn airs from Paradise refresh my brow, 

That earth in darkness lies. 

In a pnrer clime 

My being fills with rapture—waves of thought 
Roll in upon my spirit—strains sublime 
Break over me unsought 
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Give me now my lyre I 
1 feel the stirringi of a gift dirine : 
Within my boaom glows unearthly 
Lit by no ehill of mine. 


Anov. 


is jipailuuM. 

Thb stormy winds raved lond, and vex’d 
The chafing waters' troubled breast— 

When lo I the voice of Mercy spake, 

And sooth'd the ruffled waves to rest 

Saviour I when thy poor wayward child 
Droops fisithlesaly midst doubt or ill, 

Thy voice shall calm the inward strife, 

And bid her aching heart “Be stilL" 

Last Flora HAsmtos. 


^tohibnut, 

I. 

fiRAVEH notes the sigh afflicted goodness heaves, 
Hears the low plaint by human ear uncared, 

Amd from the cheek of patient sorrow wipes 
The tear, by mortal eye unseen, or scorn’d. 

TTak hah Morx 


ir. 

Whrm urged by strong temptation to the brink 
Of guilt and ruin, stands the virtuous mind. 

With scarce a step between: all-pitying Heaven, 
Severe in mercy, chastening in its love, 

Ofttimes, in dark and awfiu visitation. 

Doth interpose, and lead the wanderer back 
To the straight path, to be for ever idler 
A firm, undaunted, onward-bearing traveller. 
Strong in humility, who swerves no more. 

JoARHA BaILLIR 
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0R §Bnkf of B Jlotkj Sinam. 

Bbbold as emblem of our hunan mind 

Crowded with thoughts that need a eettled home. 

Yet, like to edd^g balla of foam 

'Within thia whirlpool, they each other chaae 

Round and round, and neither find 

An outlet nor a reetin^-plaoe 1 

Stranger, if such diaquietude be thine, 

Fall on thy knees and sue for help di^e. 

WoBDSWOBTn. 


^niavs&tu. 

Ae men liom men 

Do, in the oonstitntion of their aouls. 

Differ, by mystery not to be explain'd; 

And as we fall by various ways, and sink 
One deeper than another, self-condemn'd, 
'Throogh manifold degrees of guilt and shame; 
So manifold and varioua are the ways 
Of restoration, fashion’d to the steps 
Of all infiirmity, and tending all 
To the same point, attainaUe by all— 

Peace in ouiMves and anion with our God. 

WoRoawoBTB. 


'* on 

-Mbbcitul God I 

And we, thy erring creatures, dare refuse 
Pardon to a contrite, erring brother I 
Wei—poor debtors to Thy gracious bounty— 
'Who owe to Thee the common privilege 
Of daily life—the varied joys or sense— 

The riches, and the fair delights of earth. 

And air, and sky, and the alT-sladd’niug sun. 

And the rich gifts of mind and heart;—and more, 
The firm assurance of the life to come. 

And the good nesrs of pardon, peace, and love. 
Proclaim^ of grace to all, by Thy dear Son. 
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Touch'd with dirine companion, O msy we 
Be merciAil I—for we pray £»r mercy. 

O may we grow in ever widening love, 

Our hearts ■TiBpathy embneing ail. 

E'en as the circling ooean of Thy love 1 
And as Thou fill’st the world wiAaon^ of joy 
From inseot and angel, bird and seiaph, 

O make most mnsie^ onr semis, that we. 

In sweet accord, mar mirror forth the neM, 

And joy, and typal hannonM of Heav'n. 

anoBTEH. 


The dew is on theeammer’s greenest grass. 

Through which the modest daisy bloahing peeps ; 
The gentle wind that like a ghost doth pass, 

A waving shadow on the cornfield keeps; 

Bat I, who love them all, shall never be 
Again among the woods, or on^tbe mooriand lea! 

The enn shines sweetly—sweeter may it ehine 1— 
Bleas'd is the brightness of a summer day; 

It cheers lone hearts; and why should I repine, 
Although among green fieliis I cannot stray t 
Woods I f have grown, since last I heard you wave. 
Familiar with death, and neighbour to the grave f 

These words have shaken mighty human souls— 

Like a sepulchre's echo drear they sound— 

Een as the owl's wild whoop at midnight rolls 
The ivied remnants of old ruins round. 

Tet wherefore tremble t Can the soul decay t— 

Or that which thinks and feels in aught e'er fade away t 

Are there not aspirations in each heart 
After a better, brighter world than this t 
Longings for beings nobler in each part— 

Things more exalted—steep’d in deeper bliss I 
Who gave ns these 1 What are they t Soul, in thee 
The bud is budding now for immortality I 

eo<Brotf£u ** *''^****^ w tawDg Uu isit, of moolts 
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Death oomee to take me where I long to be ; 

One pang, and bright bloonu the immortal flower; 
Death oomee to lead me from mortality, 

7V> lands which know not one nnharay hoar:— 

I hare a hope, a fisith ;—from eoiTow nere 

I'm led by Death away—why ihonld I start and fear 1 

If I have loved the forest and the field, 

I not lore them deeper, better, there 1 
If aUthat Power hath maae, to me doth yield 
Something of good and beauty—something fair— 
Freed from the grossneee of mortality. 

May I not lore them all, and better all epjoy t 

A. change from woe to joy—from earth to heareo, 

Death gires me this—it leads me calmly when 
The tonls that long ago from mine were riren 
May meet again ! Death answers many a prayer. 
Bright day I shine on—^be glad :—Days brighter far 
Are stretch'd before my eyes than those of mortals are! 

Kioou. 


S^bIu t^tn, 9 $(>1^ I 

Take then, O Death 1 and bear awur 
Whaterer thou canst call thine own ; 

Thine im^, stamn'd upon this clay, 

Doth gire thee toat—but that alone I 

Take them, O Grare I and let them lie 
Folded, upon thy narrow shelrea. 

As garments by the soul laid by, 
i^d predons only to ourselres 1 

Take them, O gMt Eternity 1 
Our little life is but a gust. 

That bends the branches of thy tree, 

And trails its blossoms in the dnsU 

Loaoraxow. 
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Dkab, be&uteoua death —the jewel of the joat— 
Shining nowhere but in the dark 1 

What royeteriea do lie bejond thv duet. 

Could man outlook that mark I 

He that bath found eome fledged bird’s nest may know, 
At first sigbL if the bird m flown ; 

But what fair aell or grore he sings in now, 

That is to him unknown. 

And yet, as angela, in some brighter dreams, 

Call to the sold when man doth sleep; 

So some Btrange thoughts transcend our wonted themes. 
And into gu>ry peep. 

Father! disperse the mists which blot and fill 
My perspective still as they pass ; 

Or else remove me hence nnto that hill 
Where I shall need no glass. 

Vaudoah, 


Smmtl.* 

How many blessed groups this hour are bending. 
Through England’s primrose meadow-paths, their way 
Towards spire and tower, midst shady elms ascending. 
Whence the sweet chimes proclaim the hallow'd day I 
The halls, from old heroic ages gray. 

Pour their fair children forth ; and hamlets low 
Send out their inmates in a happy flow, 

Like a freed vernal stream. I mayvnot tread 
With them those pathways—to the feverish bed 
Of sickness bound ; yet, O my Qod I I bless 
Thy mercy, that with Sabbath-peace hath fill’d 
My chasten’d heart, and all its throbbings still’d 
To one deep calm of lowliest thankfulness! 

Maa Hxkaks. 


Bar UU somroalUoo: wiUMo > kw ds/i Mbra bar CMIh. 
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** B« fiTMb blf b»lov«d cxzSL t 

SucsF aoft, beloTod 1 we *011161111168 m,j, 

Bnt have no time to charm away 

Sad dream* that through the eyelid* creep; 

But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the happy elumber, when 
“ He giveth ffi$ betovdd aleep I ” 

O earth, *o fall of dreary noUee I 
O men, with wailing in yonr Toioe* t 
O delvM gold, the waller'* heap I 
O atrife^ O curae that o'er it fall I 
God atnke* a ailenoe through yon all. 

And gireth Hi* belovdd deep! 

Hi* dew* drop mutely on the hill, 

Hia cloud above it aaileth atill, 

Though on it* alope men aow and reap. 

More aofUy than the dew i* abed, 

Or cloud ia floated overhead. 

He givetb hia belovdd deep I 

And friend*, dear friend*,—when it ahall be 
That thia low breath ia gone from me. 

And round my bier ye come to weep. 

Let one, moat loving of you all, 

§fy-“Not a tear muat o'er her fall— 

He givetb hi* belovdd aleep! ” 

£. B. BaowHUfa. 


^ub is 

Shz died in beauty, like a roae blown from it* parent item; 
She died in beauty, like a pearl dropp'd from tome diadem; 
She died in beauty, like a lay along a moonlit lake; 

She died In beauty, like the tong of birdi amid the brake; 

She died in beauty, like the mow on flower* dimolved away; 
She died in beauty, like a atar loit on Uia brow of day; 

She Uva in glory, like Night't gemt tet round the tilver moon; 
She live* in glory, like the tun amid the blue of June. 

Avoir. 
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am 


Jtinitu of '* 

Tbx mo of life lends forth tamnltnoao wsyea: 

sodden! f, benesth the trees, yre oonut 
Another isored. spot among the grareei 
Another from the friendly cirele gpne, 

One hand th» leas to greet ns with Its gnls|>, 
And we, like Bachel, comfortless do monm. 

Boon, in the twilight, as night-blooming flowera 
Begin to shed their perfnme, close we feel 
The beating of isuother heart than oars: 

And with oar finer sense another Mind 
Floods wareai of thought ecstatic o’er oar OWn, 
As though witfaiin oar veiy soul entwined; 

And as we eon these inner lessons o’er. 

We lenm that those we call “ departed ” hold 
A nearness to onrselves unknown More; 

And then we mose, and question where is heaven. 

Whose golden streets our best belovdd walk. 

And unto whicli our purest thoughts are given: 

On distant stans we fix our longing gaxe, 

Our aspirattons wing to farthest goals, 

Striving to find the land of love ana praise: 

In vain our thoughts far m/stic realms explofe; 

Where’er our heart Is, there to us is heaven. 

And ail our tressores lie upon its shore. 

J. B. Ansjis. 


I Hcshtnlg Ponu. 

'‘Hie (bmur mins* an pawed awar-'Bar. aat a 
Tbkhk is a laud of love. 

Where everj wind breathes soft, and glad, and free; 
And every uvery, rippling stream exWes 
Heart-joyous melody. 

There sweetest, fairest flowers 
Ope their love-tinted petals to the sun, 

And gently breatlie their ravishing perfume. 

The wayworn heart upon. 
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No bornioc aomwo tliaro— . 
No broktn, blMdiog bearU ram tharo ibitia 
No nlent, jearning, nnreqaitad toT^— 

All, all ara aatiafiad. 

O bappj land of loro f 
Bt mortal feet antrod, or ero untna; 

Wbono'er I Uuak of tb««, tLlt ekanging lift 

Seenia liko a wcarj dream. 

Wcmros. 


Cob boei <0 Vtia. 

I THiaE, I feel—bnt when will ahe 
Awake to thoaght again t 
A Toica of comfort aniwera me, 

That Qod doea nought in rain: 

Ha waatea nor flower, nor bird, nor lea4 
Nor wind, nor cloud, nor ware; 

And will he waste the hope which grief 
Hath planted in the grave 1 

Eixiorr. 


,#nlntt JUit. 

How ahall I know thee in the aphera which keepa 
The disembodied spirits of the dead, 

When all of thee that time conld wither sleepa 
And perishes among the dust we tread I 

For I ahall feel the sting of ceaseleaa pain 
If there I meet tl^ gentle presence not; 

Nor hear the voice I love, nor read again 
In thj serenest eyes the tender thought. 

Will not thy own meek heart demand me there 1 
That heart whose fondest throbs to me were given. 

Mv name on earth was ever in thy prayer. 

Shall it be banish’d from thy tongue in neaven 1 

In meadows fann'd heaven’s life-breathing wind, 
In the resplendence of that glorlona nhere. 

And larmr movements of the unfetter'd mina. 

Wilt tnou forget the love that join'd na here t 
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The love that lired through ell the etorm; pest, 

And meekly with my hereher nature bore, 

And deeper grew, end tenderer to the last, 

Shell it expire with life, end be no more t 

A happier lot than mine, and larger light 

Await thee there; for thon hast bow’d thy will 
In eheerfnl homage to the rule of right. 

And lorest all, and rendereet good for ill. 

Yet though thon wear’et the glory of the sky, 

Wilt thon not keen the same belovdd name. 

The eame fair thoughtful brow, and gentle eye, 
liorelier in hearen'e sweet climate, yet the same t 

Shalt thou not teach me, in that calmer home. 

The wisdom that I learn'd so ill in this— 

The wisdom which is love—till I become 
Thy fit companion in that land of bliss 1 

Bbtamt. 


an SSalrn. 

Oh I lone is the spirit on life’s troubled ocean, 

With tempests around it and torrents below, 

Till calm o’er the breast the pure thoughts of devotion. 
Like airs from the gardens of Paradise blow. 

TTis sweet, as we glide o’er the cold waves of sorrow. 

To think of the loved who have vanish’d before ; 

We know they are blest; we shall meet them to-morrow 
We pass o’er the deep, and they call from the shore. 

Tl^ haste in their joy o’er the waters to meet us. 

The love-lighted waves of the ocean of rest; 

And sweet are their songs as they tenderly greet ns,— 
They bring ns kind words from the Land of the blest. 

stHl the wild billows of trouble around ns, 

The Eden of Love they unveil to the sight; 

And peace with its garland of lilies hath crown’d us. 
And Mercy hath robed ns with vestures of light 

Harris. 



PART VII 


POEMS OF CHARACTER, 

AND MISCELLANEOUS. 


Ajtd •ebortly, whtn tbn lonM wi* to rcoto, 
Bo hodUe I (pokeo with bem eTorjoboa, 

Att 1 wu of bero felawaoIUpo axuMi, 

▲od OMdo forward arl/ to VfM, 

To tafco oar waro Uxor m I jrow d«?yoa 
Bat nithoiwa. wIxUm I hara tysM tad omoo, 
Or that I fonbora la UiU tato pooa, 

Mo tbhxkth It aocordant to rooootx, 

To lalio row aOa tbo eoodidloaa 
Of OQbo of bom, 00 u It ooBod mo, 

Aad wbiob they woroo, andofwbaldofrl 


CuAVctu, 



n. Cookie 



POEMS OF CHARACTER, 


AND MISCELLANEOUS. 


Cooh ipnsan. 

A GOOD mmi was there of religionn. 

And was a poor panon of a toirn; 

Bnt rich he was of holy thought and work ; 

He wae alao a leaned man : a clerk 
That Chriat’a goepel would Irulr preach, 

Hie pariahionere deTooUr would ne teach. 

Benign he waa, and wondroua diligent, 

And In adreraity full patient; 

Aa proven oft, to all who lack’d a friend. 

Lotn for bia titbea to ban or to contend, 

At every need much rather waa he found 
Unto bia poor pariahionera around 
Of hie own aubatance and hia duea to give; 
Content on little, for himaelil to live. 

Wide waa hia pariah; the bouaee far aaunder; 
Yet never waited he for rain or thunder. 
Whenever aickneaa or miachance might call, 

The moat remote to viait, great or email. 

And, ataff in hand, on foot, the atorm to brave. 

Thia noble enaample to hia flock he gave. 

That first he wrought, and after that he taught 
The word of life he from the goapel caught; 

And well thia fi^re added he thereto. 

That if gold mat what should iron do i 
And if tne priest be foul on whom we trust, 
What wonder if the unletter’d layman lust t 
And shame it were in him the flock should keep, 
To see a sallied shepherd, and clean sheep. 




d3S POSMB or CHABACTKB, AHD MSCELLAKBOUS. 

Well ought a priest eiuample for to give 
By his own cleanness bow bis sheep shoold live. 

He never set his benefice to hire, 

Leaving his fiock encumber'd in the mire, 

And ran to London onto Saint Paul’s, 

To seek himself a channterj for souls. 

Or with a brotherhood to to enroll'd; 

But dwelt at home, and guarded well his fold. 

Bo that it should not by the wolf miscarry; 

He was a shepherd, and no mercenary. 

And tbongo he holy were, and virtuous. 

He was to sinful men naught uupiteous; 

Hot of reproach imperious or malign; 

But in his teaching discreet and benign. 

To draw them on to heaven, by fairness 
And good example, was bis business; 

But were there any person obstinate. 

Were he of lofty or of low estate, 

Him wonld be sharp reprove 1 wis: 

A better priest I trow there nowhere ia 
He waited not on pomp or reverence, 

Nor made himself a spiced conscience. 

The lore of Christ and his apostles twelve 
He taught: but, first, he followed it himselve. 

Cbadcxb. (ModamiseJ.) 


Itiilagt ^rtac^tt. 

Nbar yonder copse, where once the garden smiled. 
And still where many a garden flower grows wild. 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose. 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 

A man he was to all the countiy dear. 

And passing rich with forty pounds a year; 

Kemote from towns he ran his godly race. 

Nor e’er had changed, nor wish’d to change his place; 
Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power, 

By doctrines fashion'd to the varying hour; 

Far other aims his heart had leam’d to prize, 

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wand’rings, but relieved their pain; 
The lonK-remember’d beggar was his guest. 

Whose beard, descending, swept his aged breast; 
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The min'd apondthrifl, now no longer prond, 

CUim'd kindred there, and had hie cUim allow’d; 
The broken aoldier, kindlr bade to itaj, 

Sat by hia fire, and talk’d the night away; 

Wept o’er hie wounds, or. talei of sorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his cratch, ana sbow’d how fields were won. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man learn’d to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 

Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 

His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 

And e’en his failings loan'd to virtue's ude; 

But In his duty prompt, at every call. 

He watch’d and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all; 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 

To tempt its new-fledged oflspring to the skies, 

Hs tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside tbs bed where puting life was laid. 

And sorrow, guilt, and pain by turns dismay'd, 

The reverend champion stood. At his control 
Despair and anrash fled the straggling soul; 

Comfort oame ^wn, the trembling wretch to rtdse. 
And hia last faltering accents whisper'd praise. 

At ehnreh, with meek and unaffected grace, 

BUa looks adorn'd the venerable place; 
l^th f^m his lips prevail'd with doable sway. 

And fools, who came to seofi; remain'd to pray. 

The servioe past, around the pious man. 

With steady seal, each honest rustic ran; 

E'en children follow’d, with endearing wile. 

And pluck’d his gown, to share the good man’s smile ; 
His ready smile a parent’s warmth express'd, 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distress’d ; 
To them his heart, hia love, hia griefs were given, 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven; 

As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form. 

Swells ftom the vale, and midway leaves the storm; 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are sprea I, 
Eterw sunshine settles on its head. 


OoLDejnrn. 
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C^iulin 

Wonu> I deaoribe » preMhor, aDoh m BAoI, 

Wtra h« on earth, wonld haeir, approTa, and own, 
Fatd ahonld himaelf direct ma. 1 wooid trace 
Hia maatar-atrokea, and draw from hia deaign. 

I would ezpraaa him ainipta, grare, ainoere ; 

In doctrine unoormpt; in language plain. 

And plain in manner; decent, aolemn, ebaate, 

And natural in gesture ; mucn imprem’d 
Himaelf, aa oousciona of bis awful charge, 

And anziona mainly that the flock he feeda 
Mar feel it too; affectionate in look. 

And tender in ^dreaa, as well beoomM 
A meaaenger of grace to guilty men. 

OoWPSBL 


of 9tllun, $aiu of guiuns^xm. 


A KAif ao variouB, that he seem’d to bo 
Not one, but all mankind'a epitome : 

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong, 

Was every thing by atarta, and nothing loqg; 

But in the course one revolving moon 
Was chemist, fiddler, atateaman, and buffoon: 
Then all for women, rhyming, dancing, drinki^. 
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in t h i nk ing. 
Bailing and praising were hia.nsnal themes, 

Amd boUi, to show his judgment, in eztremea: 

So over violent, or over civil. 

That every man with him was god or devil 
In ar^uanifmng wealth was his peculiar art; 
Notmng went unrewarded but oesert. 

Beggard by fools, whom still he found too late, 
He had hia jest, and they bad his estate. 


Detskv. 
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Cngltf^ 

To pomp u<l pAgeautry in nonrtt alliod, 

A noble peeaent, leeec Aehfo rd, died. 

Noble he wee, contemning ell things mean, 

Hia truth onquaetion'd, om his soul serene: 

Of no man's preaenoe Isaac felt afraid. 

At no man’s question Isaac look’d dismay’d : 
Shame knew him not, he dreaded no disgrace; 
Truth, simple truth, was written in bis uoe. 

To bills domestic be hia heart resign’d, 

And, with the firmest, bad the fondest mind: 
Were others joyful, he look’d smiling on, 

And gars allowance where be needM none: 

Oood he refused with fhtnre ill to buy. 

Nor knew a joy that caused refiection'e sigh; 

A friend to Virtue, hie unclouded breast 
No enry stung, no jealousy distress’d; 

Yet far was be from stoic pride removed. 

He felt humanely, and he warmly loved; 

I mark’d his action when hia ioCsnt died, 

And bis old neighbonr fqr offence was tried; 

The still tears, atsaling down that furrow'd cheek, 
Spoke pity plainer than the tongue oan speak. 

It pride were his, 'twaa not their vulgar pride. 
Woo, in their base contempt, the great deride; 
Nor pride in learning, though my clerk agreed. 

If fate should oall him, Ashford might succeed ; 
Nor pride in rustic skill, although we knew 
None hia superior, and his eouab few; 

But if that spirit in his soul nad place. 

It was the iealons pride that shuns disgrace; 

A pride in nonest fame, by virtue gained. 

In sturdy boye to virtuous laboura train'd; 

Pride in the ^wer that guards his country's eoast. 
And all that £uglishmen enjoy and boast; 

Pride, in a life that slander’s tongue defied. 

In &et,_ a noble passion, misnamM pride. 

I feel bis absence in the hours of prayer. 

And view his seat, and sigh for Isaac there. * 

But be is bless’d, and I lament no more, 

A wise good man, ooutented to be poor. 


CnABBE. 
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l^tdiut of a ^of. 

Mr liege, I did deny no prieoDera. 

Bat, I remember, when the fight wu done, 

Wben I was dry with rage and extrema toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning npon mr sword. 

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d ; 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and bis chin, new reap'd, 
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-liome ; 

He wss perfiimdd like a milliner; 

And ’twtxt his finger and his thumb he heffl 
A pouncet-boz, which, ever and anon. 

He gare his nose, and took't away again;— 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there. 

Took it in anuff;—and still he smiled and talk’d: 
And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He ^ed them—untaimht knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 
He question’d me ; amon^t the rest demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty’s behalt 
I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold. 

To be BO pester’d with a popiniay. 

Out of mv grief and my impatience. 

Answer’d neglectingly, I know not what; 

He should, or he should not;—for he made me ma<l 
To soe him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet. 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and dmms, and wounds (God save the mark 1) 
Ann telling me the sovereign’st thing on earth 
Was parmaceti for on inward bruise ; 

And that it was great pity, so it was. 

This villanous saltpetre should be digg’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth. 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd 
So cowardly ; and but for those vile guns. 

He would himself hare been a soldier. 

Shaxxbpkabb. 
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^ jS^qpnan. 

Tbckb also was a Shipmau from br West; 

For augbt 1 know in Dartmouth he abode; 

Well as ho could upon a hack he rode, 

All in a shirt of tow-cloth to the knee; 

A dagger hanging bj a laoe had he, 

About his neck, under his arm adowu ; 

The summer’s heat had made his hue all hrown. 

He was a right good fellow certainty. 

And many a cargo of good wine had he 
Run from Bordeaux while the exciseman slept; 

Of a nice conscience no great care he kept, 

If tiiat ha fought and had the upper hand, 

By water he sent them home to every land; 

And in his craft to reckon well the tides, 

The deep sea-currents, and the shoals be^dea. 

The sun's height, and the moon's, and pilotage. 
There was none such from Hull unto Carthage ; 
Hardy he was and wise, I midertake; 

His Mrd had felt full many a tempest’s shake; 

He knew well all the havens as they wore, 

From OotUaud to the Cape da Finisterre, 

And every creek in Brittany and Spain ; 

His trusty bark was named the Magdelaine. 

CnacciB {Jfodemiied.) 


|blc Sitnbtrd. 

Tbi rain is playing its soft, plessant tune 
Fitfully on tne skylight, ana the shade 
Of the fast fl^g clouds aoroes my book 
Passes with delicate change. My merry firs 
Sings cheerfully itself; my rousing cat 
Pom as she wakes from her unquiet sleep. 

And looks into my face as if she felt. 

Like me, the gentle influence of the rain. 

Here have I sat since morn—reading sometimes, 
And sometimes listening to the faster fall 
Of the lar^ drops, or, rising with the stir 
Of an unbidden thought, have walk’d awhile. 
With the slow steps of indolence, my room ; 

And then sat down compoeedly again 
To my quaint book of olden pMtry. 


z 
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It ia a kind of idleneaa, I know; 

.And I am laid to be an idle man— 

And it U rmy trna. I love to go 
Oat in the pleaaant eon, aud let mj «|re 
Reat on the human faoea that fmm by. 

Each with ita g^y or boar iatareet; 

And then I muae upon their lot, and read 
Many a leaaon in their changefol oaot; 

And ao grow kind of heart, and feel a lore 
Stirring my aool to every living th^; 

And my low prayer haa more humility, 

And I aink lightlier to my draama. 

Wiiua. 


t'oliam BA& ^Rtt'iBatLu. 

Tor eottam, who weavee at her own door, 

Pillow and bobbina all her little store; 

Content though mean, and cheerful if net gay, 
ShofSing her threads aboat the live-long &y, 

Juat earns a soauty pittance, and at nignt 
Lies down eecnre, her heart and poeket tig^t; 

She, for her humble aphere by aatnre fit, 

Hiis little anderstanding and no wit; 

Beceivea no praise ; but though her lot be euoh—' 

S foilaome and indigent) she renders much ; 

uat knows, and knows no more, her Bible true— 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 

And in that charter reads, with sparkling eyes 
Her title to a treasure in the skieo. 

Oh, happy peasant 1 Ob, unhappy bard 1 
Hia the mere tinsel, her's the rich reward; 

He praised, perhaps, for ages yet to oome. 

She never heard of half a mile from hone j 
He lost in errors hia vain heart prefers. 

She safe in the simplicity of ker's. Cowfeb. 


,|ulh . 

Bxbou) her, single in the field. 
Yon solitary Highland Laos 1 
Heaping and aingiag by herself; 
Stop here, or gently pass 1 
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Alone ahe cnta and binds the gtaio, 

And sings a melaneholy strain ; 

O listen ! for the Vale profonnd 
Is overflowing with the sovjtd. 

Ko nightingale did ever diaunt 
More welcome notes to wsarv baiads 
Of travellers, in some shady haunt 
Among Arabian sands: 

8nch thrilling voice was never heard, 

In spring-time, from the Cnckoa-bird, 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hehrides. 

Will no one tell me what she sings t— 

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things. 

And battles long ago : 

Or is it some more humble lay. 

Familiar matter of to-day 1 
Some natural sorrow, lose, or pain. 

That has been, and may be again t 

Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang 
As if her soug could have no ending; 

I saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er the sickle bending ;<— 

1 listen’d, motionless and still; 

And, as 1 mounted np tbs hill. 

The music in my heart I bore, 

Long after it was heard no more. 

liT'oapswoBTH. 


Ju^ntnan. 

JoHK WuiBLS was a fiaherman, 

Whose locks of iron-grey hong down, 
Cnriing upon his shoulders broad ; 

He had seen threesoore winters' frown 
Above his head on land or sea. 

And was at last moor'd tranqniliy. 
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Hi* tkce wa* brown, bj wind* made tiard. 

Hi* Toioe wa* deep, and dear, and load, 

And had been heard o’er manj a atorm. 

Hi* brow had alao once been proud ; 

Bat age bad left it* track behind, 

Like aeaeborea worn by ware and wind. 

A mnoggler in hi* yonth wa* be. 

Few anew the name he bore when young ; 
But of that crew he wo* the laat, 

The reet were shot, or drown’d, or bang. 

And many a dreadful tale he knew. 

Of that swift ship and fearless crew. 

He long had left that dangerons life, 

Aud up the river lived alone; 

A little island on the Trent, 

A little hut he call'd hi* own, 

With no companion, save when I, 

A boy, could Mar him company. 

He loved to row hi* boat by night, 

When all around the air wa* still. 

To bait hi* book*, and cast hi* line*, 

Where ahadowa deepen’d ’neath the hill. 
Twaa then some old aea-etave he’d sing. 

That made the silent darkness ring. 

Or seated where the willow* waved, 

Oasing upon the blue-arch’d sky. 

He’d fold bis arms in thoughtful mood. 

While teats gnsh’d from each deep^unk eye ; 
I wonder’d then, bnt since that time. 

Have found how thought* and feeling* chime. 

Some deem’d he wa* a surly mau ; 

But they knew not hi* grief* and fears, 

How be had been beloved by one. 

Whose image lay “ too deep for tears,” 

To which his heart uncbaiigM had stood 
Through breeze and battle, fire and flood. 

He had no kindred whom he knew. 

No social converse to enjoy ; 

He left his village-home when young, 

But came not back again a boy. 

Year after year had come and gone. 

Hi* parents died, nor heard of John. 
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Year after year—long were they dead. 

When home he journey’d o’er the wares. 
Garden and cot were desolate— 

One night he spent beside their graves; 
Then on that island lone and drear, 

He built a hut, and shelter’d there. 

How first I won tho old man's love. 

It boots not now for me to tell; 

I went bis journeys to the town, 

I strove my best and pleased nim well, 

And for him many a time forsook 
My home, my playmates, school and book. 

And many a tale was my reward. 

How ship chased ship upon the sea, 

'Mid rolling waves and shouting winds, 

And thunders pealing dreadfully. 

While lightnings flash’d athwart the deep, 

U’er rocks up which the wares did leap. 

Of gory decks, and yard-arms join’d, 

AVhen ships were boarded hand to hand ; 
How thev the burning vessel fought, 

With dirk and pistol, blade and brand. 

Till lond the dread explosion rung. 

While mast and spar around were flung. 

How some jump’d shrieking in the waves. 

And some were heaved up to the sky, 

The dead and dying side by aide. 

While yell, and Mout, and pierdng cry. 
Join’d with the cannons’ hollow roar. 

Startled the sea-birds from the shore. 

Then on that little island green. 

Which to the breece was ever free. 

At evening-time before his door, 

He’d walk as when on deck at sea. 

With one hand on his bosom placed ; 

While memory many a past scene traced. 

His little bark was moor’d hard by. 

The village-bells in distance rinmng, 

’The waves made music round his home. 

And murmur’d while the birds were singing ; 
While here and there a distant sail 
Gleam'd o'er green Ashcroft’s winding vale. 
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Bat yaon hoT* roll’d by uiica ba died ; 

Xlttt uiAud is hia Rating-place ; 

Hia looalT grava you yat laay aea. 

But of hia hat tbara ia no trace. 

Aod thera Um bittern plomea her 
'While winda and waraa aroand him aing. 


^ frrinxt. 

Bhi «aa a Pbaatom of delight 
'When ftrat aha gleam’d upon my eight; 

A loTaly Apparition, aant 
To be a niomeut'a ornament 
Her cyea aa atara of Twilight filli'; 

Like Twilight'a, too, her dukr hair; 

But all thiuga elae about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful Dawn; 

A dancing Shape, aa Image gay, 

To baont, to atartle, and waylay^ 

1 aaw her, upon nearer rlear, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too f 

Her hoDMhold motiona light and free. 

And atepa of virgin-liberty ^ 

A oountenanca, in which did meet 
Sweet reoorda, promiaee aa awaet: 

A Creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’a dally food; _ 

For tnnaient aorrowi^ aimple wilee, 

Praiae, blame, lore, kiaiea, teara, aod amiles. 

And now, I aea, with eye aerene, 

The vary pnlae of the madiine ; 

A Being breathing tboughtfiil breath, 

A Traveller between life and death ; 

The reaaon Arm, the temperate arlU, 
Eodurenc^foreeight, ctrength, and akill | 

A perfeot Woman, nobly plaan’d. 

To warn, to comfort, and oomma^ 

And yet a Spirit atill, and bright, 

With aometliing of angelio light. 


WOUMWORTB. 
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Ctn flies' ^autt. 

Oh p«rt the rlHage, with ita hamble (plre— 
lU qoiet eota along the valley* winding; 

And thence among old woo^ and rooka antione. 
And mellow fern-glooma, kindling with the glow 
Of gone-flowera golden, to a ruin grey, 

O'ergraen’d with trailing ivy, and o'erbung 
With brooding ahadowa of the time of yore. 

Ti* Bradgatea noble aeat—a deaert pile, 

Slow mouldering in aon and wind and rain ; 

But aacred in ita ruin ; ainoe of old 

Twaa graced by one who waa a peerleaa Quean, 

And more than royal Woman—ever bleat, 

Our lady, aweet Jan* Grey. Her gentle name 
la the aole glory of a lordly race; 

But her dear fame ia hallow'd in all hearta 
That bow before miafortune'a nu^eety, 

And worahip Goodneaa, Womanhood divine. 

She waa a marvel of all perlecineaa— 

Fair aa a flower, and gracioua aa a atar 

That ahinee on earth, untouch’d by earthly taint 

The faith and fervour of a holy eaint. 

The treoaured wisdom of a greybeard sage, 

A hero’s soul, and all a woman’s heart. 

Blended with beauty of her maiden youth. 

And here she dwelt unspotted from ths world, 

In lofty converse with the wise of old, 

In pious meditation mom and eve. 

In watching and in prayer. 

Wbitkorb. 


f ^ Jfsrprti. 

Baam> Lord Howard and the Dame 
Fair Margaret on har palfrey came. 
Whose fooboloth. swept the gron^; 
White was her wimple, and her veil, 
And bar loose locka a ^plet pale 
Of whitest rose* bonnd: 

The lordly Angus by har side, 

In oourtesy to cheer bar tried} 
WiUieut aid, her band in vain 
Had strove to gnide bar brotdar’d rein. 
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He deem’d she ahndder’d at the eight 
Of warriors met for mortal fight; 

But cause of terror, all unraeaet, 

Was fluttering in her gentle breast, 

When, in their chairs of crimson placed, 

The Dame and she the warrion graced. 

Soon. 


Pbftnl. 

Thx way was long, the wind was cold, 

The Minstrel was infirm and old ; 

Hie wither’d cheek, and tressea grey, 
Seem’d to have known a better uy; 

The harp, bis sole remaining joy, 

Was carried by an orphan boy. 

The last of all the bai^ was he, 

Who sung of Border chivalry; 

For, well-a-day I their date was fled, 

His tuneful brethren all were dead ; 

And he, neglected and oppreast. 

Wish’d to be with them, and at rest. 

No more, on prancing palfrey borne. 

He caroli’d, light as Urk at mom ; 

No longer courted and caresst, 

High placed in hall, a welcome guest. 

He pour’d, to lord and lady gay, 

The unpremeditated lay: 

Old times were changed, old manners gone; 
A stranger fill’d the Stunrta’ throne; 

The bigots of the iron time 
Had call’d his harmless art a crime. 

A wandering harper, scorn’d and poor. 

He begg’d bis bread from door to door; 
And tuned, to please a peasant’s ear, 

The harp a king hsid loved to hear. 

• ■ « • a • 

Hush’d is the harp—the Minstrel gone. 

And did he wander forth alone I 
Alone, in indigence and age. 

To linger out nis pilgrimage I 

No; close beneath proud Newark’s tower, 

Arose the Minstrels lowly bower; 
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A simple hat; bat there wsa seeo 
The little nrden hed^d with green, 

The cheer^l hearth, the lattice clean. 

There shelter’d wanderers, bjr the blace. 

Oft heard the tale of other days; 

For mach he loved to ope his door. 

And give the aid he begg'd before. 

So pass'd the winter's day; but still. 

When stimmer smiled on sweet Bowhill, 

And July’s eve, with balmy breath. 

Waved the blae-bella on Newark heath ; 

When throstles sung on Harehead-shaw, 

And com waved green on Carterhaagh, 

And floarish’d, broad, Btackandro's oak. 

The aged harper’s soul awoke I 
Then would he sing achievements high. 

And circumstance of chivaliw. 

Till the rapt traveller would stay, 

Forgetful of the closing da^; 

And noble youths the strain to hear. 

Forsook the hunting of the deer; 

And Yarrow, as he roll'd along. 

Bore burden to the Minatrel’s song. Scott. 


Coming ^otl. 

Who feels that God and Heaven’s great deeps are nearer 
Him to whose heart his fellow-man is nigh. 

Who doth not hohl his soul’s own freedom dearer 
Than that of all his brethren, low or high ; 

Who to the right can feel himself the truer 
For being gently patient with the wrong. 

Who sees a brother in the evil-doer. 

And 6nds in Love the heart’s blood of his song ;— 
This, this is he for whom the world is waiting 
To sing the beatiogs of its mighty heart. 

To him the smiling soul of man shall listen, 

Laying awhile its crown of thorns aside. 

And once agaun in every eye shall glisten 
The glorv of a nature satisfied. 

His verse snail have a great, commanding motion. 
Heaving and swelling with a melody 
Learnt of the sky, the river, and the ocean, 

And all the pure majestic things that be. Luweu. 
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jPBMin; m, % #im<l-bxiba. 

S<aaiS>-7%« DtuH. Tiiu— Midniay. 

In aiJent horror, o'er the boandlesa waste 
The drirer with bis camels past: 

One cruise of water on his back he TOre, 

And his light scrip contain’d a scantr store ; 

A fan of painted Mtbers in his hand. 

To guard his shaded face from soorching sand. 

The sultry sun had gain’d the middle sky. 

And not a tree and not an herb was nigh; 

The beasts with pain their dusty way pursu^ 

Shrill roar’d the winds and dreary was the yiew 1 
With desperate sorrow wild, the aflrighted man 
Thrice sigh’d, thrice struck his breast, and thus began 
“ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiras' wails I bent my way I 

“Ah! little thought I of the blastins wind. 

The thirst or (^ching hunger, that I mtd ! 

Bethink thee. Haasan I where shall thirst assuage, 
When {ails this cruise, his unrelenting rage t 
Soon shall this scrip its preeiouB load resign. 

Then what but teats and hunger shall be thine 1 

“ Te mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a mors than equal share 1 
Here, where no springs in murmurs break away, 

Or moes-crown'd fountains mitigate the day. 

In rain ye hope the green delights to kuow. 

Which plains more meat or verdant vales bratow : 
Here rocks alone and tasteless sands are found, 

And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 

Sad was the hour and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my way I 

“ Cursed be the goM and silver which persuade 
Weak men to follow iar-fatiguing trade I 
The lily peace outahines the silver store, 

And life is dearer than the golden ore; 

Yet money tempts ns o’er the desert brown, 

To every distant mart and wealthy town. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea; 

And are we only yet repaid by thee f 



rorau or cbaractes, ano mecotLLAiiBODa M7 


iib 1 why waa toin feo attraetire made, 

Or why fond man ao eaaiiy betray'd ) 

Why heed we not, while uad we haate along, 

The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleaaure'a aoog f 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain’a aide. 

The fotintain'e raunnura, and the vallay’a pride, 
Why think we theee less pleasing to behold. 

Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold t 

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz’ walla I bent my way I 

“ O ceaae, my fears I—all frantic as I go, 

When thought creates unuamber’d scenes of woe, 
What if the lion in his rage I meet!— 

Oft in the dust I view his printed feet: 

And fearfol oft, when Days declining light 
Tielda her pale empire to the mourner Night, 

By hunger rouee<L ne ecoura the groaning plain. 
Gaunt wolree and enllen tigera in his trmn; 

Before them Death with shrieks directs their way, 
Fills the wild veil, and leads them to their prey, 
fiad was the hour, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Shiraz' walls 1 bent my way I 

'* At that dead hour the silent asp shall cr«e[i, 

If aught of rest I find, upon mjr sleep: 

Or some swoln serpent twiat bis scales aroimd. 

And wake to anguish with a burning wound. 

Tbrioe happy thev, the wise contents poor, > 
From lust of wealth, and dread of death secure I 
They tempt no deserts, and no griefs thev find ; 
Peace rulee the day where reason rules the mind. 
Sad waa the hour, and Inckleas wia the day, 
When first from Schiraz' Walls 1 bent my way I 

" O hapless youth I—for she thy love hath won. 
The tender ZaxA will be most undone I 
Big awell'd my heart, and own'd the powerfol maid. 




‘ Farewell the yenth whom si|^ could not detain ; 
Whom ilara'a breaking heart implored in vain! 

Tet aa then go'st, nmy every blast arise 
Weak and nnfelt, as these rejected elghat 
Safe o'er the wild, no perils mayst tlmu see, 

No griefs endue, nor weep, CsIm youth, Uke me.* 
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0 1 let me safely to the fair retam, 

Say with a kias, she must not, shall not mourn; 

O ! let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 

Becall'd by Wisdom’s voice and Zara’s team.” 

He said, and call'd on Heaven to bless the day 
When back to Schiraa’ vralls he bent his way. 

CoLLura. 


Jral^-bib of Slijabrl^ of 

(lasiowToioe.) TuRODOB the stifling room 
Floats strange perfume; 
Through the crumbling thatch 
The aiigeb watch. 

Over the rotting roof-tree. 
They warble and flutter, and hover and glide, 
Wafting old sounds to my dreary bed-side, 
Snatches of songs which I usdd to know 
When I slept by my nurse, and the swallows 
Call'd me at day-dawn from under the eaves. 

Hark to them I hark to them now—- 
Fluting like woodlarks, tender and low— 

Cool rustling leaves—trickling waters— 
Sheepbells over the lea. 


, . . his merry carol revell’d 

Through all my brain, and woke my parcbdd throat 
To join his song: then angel melodies 
Burst through the dull d.\rk, and the mad air quiver'd 
Unutterable music. 

KiMOSLiIT. 


ta-S(loTiofD. 

In the downhill of life, when I find I’m declining. 
May my lot no leu fortunate be 
Than a snug elbow-chair can afford for reclining. 
And a cot that o’erlooks the wide sea; 

With an ambling pad-pony to pace o'er the lawn, 
While I carol away idle sorrow. 

And blithe as the lark that each day hails the dawn. 
Look forward with hope for to-morrow. 
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With » porch at my door, both for Bhelter and abade too, 
Aa the sunshine or rain may prerail; 

And a small spot of gronnd for the use of the spade too, 
With a bam for the use of the flail: 

A cow for my dairy, a dog for my game, 

And a purse when a friend wants to borrow ; 

111 envy no nabob bis riches or fame, 

Nor what honours await him to-morrow. 

From the bleak northern blast may my cot be completely 
Secured by a neighbouring bill; 

And at night may repose steal upon me more sweetly 
Bt the sound of a murmuring rill; 

Ana while peace and plenty 1 find at my board. 

With a heart free from sickness and sorrow, 

With my friends may I share what to-day may aflbrd, 
And let them spread the table to-morrow. 

And when I at last must throw off this frail covering 
Which I've worn for threescore years and ten. 

On the brink of the grave Fll not seek to be hovering, 
Nor my thread wish to spin o’er again: 

But my face in the glass I’ll serenely survey, 

And with smiles connt each wrinkle and furrow; 

As this old wora-out stuff, which is threadbare to-day. 
May become everlasting to-morrow. 

Colli NS. 


C^rhg-Ct[Rit. 

OoD prosper long our noble king. 

Our lives and safeties all; 

A woful hunting once there did 
In Chevy-Chase be&Il. 

To drive the deer with hound and horn 
Earl Percy took his way; 

The child may rne that is unborn 
The hunting of that day. 

The stout Earl of Northumberland 
A vow to God did make, 

His pleasure in the Scottish woods 
Three summer days to take; 
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The ehlefeat herto in Cherj-Cbaae 
To kill And bejur owe/. 

ThcM tidiogs to Enrl X^oagUe cmae, 

In SooUnod where he U/: 

Who eent Earl Percy preeant woH, 

He wonld prerent hie eport 

The Englieh earl, not fearing that, 

Did to the wo<^ reeori 

With fifteen hnadred bowmen hold, 

All choaen men of might, 

Who knaw full well in time of need 
To aim their ahafta aright. 

The gallant greyhoonda awiftiy ran 
To cbaae the MIow deer: 

On Monday they began to bant 
When daylight did appear; 

And loog before high noon they had 
A hundred fat boeka alain; 

Then haring dined, the droaera went 
To rouse the deer agaan. 

The bowmen master'd on the hills. 

Well able to endure; 

And all their rear, wiln special care. 

That day was guarded sure. 

The hounds ran swiftly through the woods, 
The nimble deer to take; 

That with their cries the hills and dales 
An echo shrill did make. 

Lord Percy to the quarry want, 

To riew the slanghtor'd deer; 

Quoth he, “ Earl D^glas promised 
This day to meet me here: 

" But if I thought ha wimld not eome, 

No longer would I etay t” 

With that a brare young gentlunan 
Thue to the earl did eay: 

Lo, yonder doth Earl DonglM oome. 

His men in armour bright; 

Full twenty hundred Scottish speare 
All marching in our sight; 
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* All niPD of pleattDt Teviotdala^ 

Fwt by tbe river Tweed:” 

“ Then eeaee your •porte," Earl Percy uid, 
” And take your u>wb with epeed: 

* And now with me, my countrymen, 

Your oonrage forth advance; 

For never was there champion yet, 

In Scotland or in France, 

“ That ever did on horseback oome. 

But if my hap it were, 

I durst encounter man for man, 

With him to break a spear.” 

Earl Donslaa on his milk-white steed. 

Most like a baron bold, 

Bode foremoet of hia company. 

Whose armour shone like gold. 

* Show me,” said he^ ” whose men yon be, 
That bunt so boldly here; 

That, without my consent, do chyA 
And kill my CsUow-deer." 

The 6rat man that did answer make. 

Was noble Perey he t 

Who said, “ We list not to declare. 

Nor show whose men we be: 

‘‘Yet will we Brand our dearest blood. 

Thy chiefest Darts to slay.” 

Tlien Douglas swore a solemn oath, 

And thns in rage did eay— 

“ Ere thus I will ontbravdd be, 

One of ns two shaU die: 

I know thee well, sn earl thnu art, 

Lord Percy, so am L 

" But trust me, Perey, pity it were. 

And great offence to kill 

Any of these our railtlesi men, 
ror they have done no ith 

” Let yon and me the battle try. 

And set onr men sside.” 

“ Accursed be he,” Earl Percy said, 

“ By whom this is denied." 
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Then atepp’d a gallant aqnlre forth, 
WitheringtoD waa hia name, 

Who laid, “ I would not hare it told 
To Henry, onr king, for ahame, 

" That e'er my captain fonght on foot, 

And 1 atood looking on. 

Yon two be earle,” aatd Witherington, 

" And 1 a squire alone : 

rU do the beet that do I may. 

While I have power to aland : 

While I hare power to wield my sword, 

ITl fight with heart and hand.” 

Onr English archeri bent their bows, 
neir liearts were good and true; 

At the first flight of arrowa sent. 

Full fonncore Scots they slew. 

Yet ataya Earl Douglas on the bent, 

Aa chieftain stoat and good ; 

As Taliant captain, all anmored. 

The shock ne firmly stood. 

Hia host he parted had in three. 

As leader ware and tried; 

And soon his spearmen on their foss 
Bore down on every side. 

Tbroogbont the English archery 
They dealt full many a wound; 

But still our valiant Englishmen 
All firmly kept their ground. 

And throwing straight their bows away. 
They grasp'd their swords so bright: 

And now sbsrp blows, a heavy shower. 

On shields and helmets light. 

They closed full fast on eveiy side, 

No slackness there was found; 

And many a gilUnt gentleman 
Lay gasping on the ground. 

Oln Christ I it was a grief to see 
How each one chose his spear. 

And bow the blood out of their breasts 
Did gush Uke water clear. 
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At last these two stoat earls did meet, 

Like captains of great might: 

Like lions wode, they laid on lode, 

And made a cruel 6ght: 

Tb^ fought until they both did sweat. 
With swords of temper'd steel; 

Until the blood, like (ux>ps of rain, 

They trickling down did feeL 

“ Yield thee. Lord Percy,” Douglas said ; 

“ In faith I will thee bring 

Where thou shalt high advanodd be 
By James, our Scottish king: 

•* Thy ransom I will freely give. 

And this report of thee, 

Thou art the most coumgeone knight 
That ever I did see." 

“ N^Douglas,” saith Earl Percy then, 

“ Thy proffer I do scorn; 

I will not yield to anv Scot 
That ever yet was bom.” 

With that there came an arrow keen 
Ont of an E^liah bow, 

Which struck &rl Douglas to the heart, 

A deep and deadly blow: 

Who never spake more words than these:— 
“ Fight on, my merry men all •, 

For why I my life is at an end— 

Lord Percy sees my falL" 

Then leaving life, Earl Terey took 
The dead man by the hand; 

And said, ” Earl Douglas, for thy life 
Would I had lost my land. 

“Oh, Christ I my very heart doth bleed 
With sorrow for thy sake ; 

For sure a more redoubted knight 
Mischance did never take.” 

A knight among the Scots there was. 

Who saw Earl Douglas die, 

Who straight in wrath did vow revenge 
Upon the Earl Percy: 
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Sir Hagti MonDtgoineT 7 wm h« eili'd. 
Who, with B ipear fall bright. 

Wall moantad ob b galUst ataad, 

Bad fiaroaly throagh tba light; 

And pMt tha Eogliah archara all. 

Without a dread or fear; 

And throagh Bari Percj'a body than 
Ha throat hia batafni apaar; 

With 8D<di rahament force and might 
Ha did hia body gore. 

Tba ataff ran throagh the other aide 
A large chAh-yara and more. 

So that did both thaoe nobtaa die, 

Whoae ooaraM none eoald atain ; 

An Engliah archer than peroeiTad 
The noble earl waa alain: 

Ha had a bow bent in hia hand. 

Made of a truaty tree ; 

An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
To the hard head haled ha: 

Againat Sir Hnrt Moantgomery 
So right the anoft be aet, 

Tba my goose wing that waa thereon 
In nia heart'a blood waa wet 

Thia fight did last from break-of-day 
'nU oetting of the ann; 

For when they rung the eTening-baH, 

The battle ocaree was done. 

With stout Earl Percy there were ilaia 
Sir John of Egerton, 

Sir Bobert BatcTiff, and Sir John, 

Sir James, that Md baron. 

And with Sir Qeorge and atout Sir Jamex, 
Both knights of good account. 

Good Sir Balpb Baby there was slain. 
Whose prowess did surmoont. 

For Wltherington my heart is wo 
That ever Im slain ahoidd he. 

For when hia legs were hesm in two^ 

Ha knelt and fought on hia knee. 
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And Trith Enri DougUa there were elain 
Sir Hugh Mountgomery, 

Sir Cherlea Murray, that from the fieU 
One foot would never flee. 

Sir Cherlea Murray of Batcliff, too, 

Hia aiater’a eon waa he; 

Sir David Lamb, ao well eateem'd. 

But aaved he oonld not be. 

And the Lord Maxwell in like cMe 
Did with Earl Douglaa die: 

Of twenty hundred Scottiah apeeira, 

Scarce flfly-five did fly. 

Of fifteen hnndred Engliahmen, 

Went home but fifty-three; 

The reat in Ohevy-Chaae were elaiu. 

Under the greenwood tree. 

Next dav did many widowa come. 

Their huabande to bewail; 

They waah'd their wounda in briniah teara, 
But all would not prevail 

Their bodiea, bathed in purple blood, 

They bone with them away; 

They kiaa’d them dead a thouaand times. 
Ere they were clad in clay. 

The news was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's king did reign, 

The brave Earl Dongiaa suddenly 
Wae with an arrow abdn: 

“ Oh, heavy news 1" King James did say, 

" Scotland can witness be 

I have not any captain more 
t)f such account as he.*' 

Like tidings to King Henry came 
Within as short a apace. 

That Percy of Northumberland 
Waa alam in Chevy-Chase: 

“ Now God be with him,** said our king, 

“ Since 'twill no better be; 

1 tmet 1 have within my realm 
Five hnndred good as he: 
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“ Tet ahall not Scots or Scotland say 
6nt I vill vengeance take; 

I’ll be revengdd on them all. 

For brave Earl Percy’s sake." 

This TOW fall well the king perform'd 
After at Hnmbledown; 

In one day fifty knights were slain, 

With lords of high renown; 

And of the rest, of small account, 

Did many hundreds die; 

Thns endeth the hunting of Chevy-Chase, 

Made by the Earl Pen^, 

Qod save the king, and bless this land, 

With plenty, Jot, and peace ; 

And grant, henceforth, that foal debate 
Twixt noblemen may cease. 

Aroit. 


^ti Obe on Igr Optning of l^t d^ijilal ^alact in ^gbc 
J^aik, 1B51. 

Bdt yesterday a naked sod. 

The d 2 uidie 8 sneer’d from Sotten Row, 

And canter’d o’er it to and fro; 

• And see ’tis done 1 

As thongh ’twere by a wizard's rod 
A blazing arch of Incid glass 
Leaps like a fountain from the grass 

To meet the snn 1 

A ^iet green but few days since. 

With cattle browsing in the shade. 

And here are lines of bright arcade 

In order raised I 
A palace as for fairy Prince, 

A rare pavilion, snch as man 
Saw never, since mankind began 

And built and glazed* 



TOZW or CBARACTER, AMS in8CBU.AMK>D& 35 


A pescefiil place it was bat sow, 

Asd lo! within its shining stnets 
A mnltitnde of nations meets; 

A countless throng, 

I see beneath the eiTstal bow. 

And Qaul and German, Russ and Turk, 
Each with his native handiwork 

And bus/ tongne. 

I felt a thrill of love and awe 
To mark the different garb of each, 

The changing tongne, the varions speech 
Together blent 

A thrill, methinks, like His who saw 
“ All people dwelling upon earth 
Praising our God with solemn mirth 

And one consent'* 

High sovereign, in /onr Royal state, 

Captains, and chiefr, and cooneillora, 

Before the lofty palace doors 

Are open set; 

Hush 1 ere you pass the shining gate; 

Hash I ere the heaving curtain draws, 

And let the Royal pageant pause 

A moment yet 

People and prince a silence keep I 
Bow coronet and kingly crown, 

Helmet and plume, Iww lowly down. 

The while the priest, 

Before the splendid portal step, 

(^hile still the wondrous banquet stays,) 
From Heaven snpreme a blessing prays 
Upon the feast 

Then onwards let the triumph march; 

Then let the loud artillery roll, 

And trumpets ring, and joy-bells toll, 

And pass the gatsi. 

Pass underneath tbs shining arch, 

'Neath which the leafy elms are green; 
Ascend unto your throne, O Queen I 

And take your state. 
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Behold her in her Boyml plnee ; 

A gentle Mj; end the hnnd 
lliet Bimjre the eeeptre of thU lend, 

How frnil and weak I 

Soft ia the roioe, aud fair the faee, 

She breathea amen to prayer and hymn; 

No wonder that her eyea are dint, 

And pale her cheek. 

Tbia moment round her ampire’a ahorae 
Ihe wLnda of Austral wiuter aweep. 

And thonaanda lie in midnight aleep 
At reat to-day. 

OI awful ia that crown of yonra, 

Queen of innumerable realms, 

Sitting beneath the boddlM elms 

Of &gUah May 

A wondrona sceptre 'tis to bear. 

Strange mratery of Gk>d whira set 
Upon her brow yon coronet,— 

The foremost crown 

Of all the world, on one ao fair I 
That choae her to it from her birth, 

And bode the sons of all tho earth 

To her bo# down. 

The repreaentatires of man 
Here from the far AnUpodea, 

And from the anbjeet Indian aeas^ 

In Con gr aaa meet: 

From Ainc and from Hindustan, 

From Western continent and isle, 

The enroya of her empire pile 

Oiite at her ibeh 

Our brethren cross the Atlantic tides. 
Loading the sallant deoka which once 
Soared a de&nea to our gnnai 

wHb peaoerful store; 

Symbol of peace, their Traael ridea I * 

O'er En^ish waves float Star'and Stripe, 
And firm their friendly anohora gripe 

The father shore! 

* Hm XT. 8. MfaU St Ldtwruoih 
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From Bliine and Danube, Rhone and Satina, 

Aa rivera from thmr eonreas gnah. 

The awelling flooda of nationa nm^ 

And aeaward pour: 

From eoaat to eoaat in friandlj' ohaia. 

With connkleaa akipa wa faridga the akaaita, 
And angr/ ocean aaparatoa 

Europe no more. 

From Uiaaiaaippi and from Nile— 

From Baltic, Qangea, Boaphoma, 

In EDglantfa ark aaaemblad thua 

Are friend and gueat 

Look down the mighty lonlit aiala, 

And aae the eomptuoue banquet ae^ 

The brotherhood of nationa met 

Around the feaat 1 

Along the dazzling colonnade, 

Far aa the atraining eye can gaze. 

Gleam croaa and fountain, beU and raae, 

In wiataa bright 

And atatuee fair of nymph and maid, 

And ateeda and pa^ and Amazona, 
Writhing and grappling in the bronze. 

In endleaa fight 

To deck the glorioua roof and dome. 

To make the Queen a canopy, 

The peaceful hoeta of indoatry 

Their atandarda bear. 

Yon are the worka of Brahmin loom ; 

On anoh a web of Fenian thread 
like daeart Arab bowa hia head. 

And eriea hia prayer. 

Look yonder where the eiupnea tail | 

Tbeae England’a anna afeonqueat are. 

The trophiee of her bloodleaa war: 

Bmre weapona theae. 

Vietoriona over wave and aoil, 

With three aha aaiia, ahe waavea, aha tilla, 
Pieroaa the everlaating hUla 

And apaoa the aaaa 
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Tb* ennn* roan upon iU raoe, 

The wattle vhirn along the woof, 

The people hnm from floor to roof 

With Babel tongne. 

The foantain in the baoin pla;*, 

The chanting organ echoee clear, 

An awfol chorna ’tie to hear, 

A wondroui eongl 

Swell organ, swell, yonr trnmpet blast, 

March, Qaeen and Boyal pageant, march 
By splendid aisle and springing arch 

6 f tlTia frir HaU : 

And see i abore the fabric rast, 

God's bonndlees Hearen la bending bine, 
God's peaceful sunlight's beaming thronsh, 
And shines o’er all. 

TBacEZKar. 


#n l^c Jou of Sogal tfrorgt. 

WBirrsH oif TUB mws uaurisa. 

Toll for the brave ! 

The brave that are no morel 

All sunk beneath the wave. 

Fast by their native shore I 

Eight hundred of the brave, 

Whose ooorage well was tried; 

Had made the vesael heel. 

And laid her on her dde. 

A land breeze shook the shrouds, 

And she was overset; 

Down wwt the Boyal George, 

With her crew all complete. 

Toll for the brave I 
Brave Kempenfelt is gone; 

His last sea-fight is fought. 

His work of glory done. 
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It wu Dot in the bntUe, 

Mo tempeet ftere the ibock ; 

She aprmng no faUl leek, 

She ran upon no rock. 

Bie eword was in its riieath ; 

HU fingers held the pen, 

When Kempenfelt went down 
With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the reasel np, 

Once dreaded by our foes I 

And miugle with our cup 
The tear that Englena owes. 

Her timbers yet ere sound, 

And ihe mey float aran. 

Full-charged with England's thunder, ' 
And plough the dUtant main. 

But Kempenfelt is gone, 

HU Tictories ere o’er; 

And he and hU eight hundred 
Shall plough the ware no more. Cowpkb. 


t^e Jpaltlt of Jasihigs. 

It was the Duke of Mormendy 
Bode forth at break of day. 

With pennons curling on the breeae 
In bright end prond array: 

The flower of all the oontinent 
Composed bis raliant train ; 

The kuigbte of Flanders and Poieton, 
Bologna, Orleans, and Maine. 

It was at ancient Fevensey, 

On the noble Sussex coast. 

The bold Duke William landed 
WiUi a fierce and warlike host, 

Of sixty thousand gallant men. 

With splendid arms supplied— 
Croaa-bosrs and qniTsra at their back. 
And broad-swords I 7 their side. 
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To win fair Eogland’a eloriooB crow a. 

Dak* 'William Tod* Utat morn, 

With batlile-aze, and spear, and dart, 

With asandlng dram and horu« 

Nor long nor weary was th* way 
They march'd ere laO of night, 

When, by the brave King Hi^Id led, 

Came t he rival host in sight I 

Then spake the Dnk* of Normandy: 

“ Speedl, herald, bold and free. 

To the lender of yon martial host. 

This challeage besor from me— 

In single combat to decide 
Oar stcim and mortal feud; 

Thns blood of thousands may be spared 
If either falls subdueil.* 

One moment, In the monareh's sight 
The fearless herald stood. 

And galla.ntlr the challenge rave 
To s^-e the waste of blood. 

Boaroe brsathed the word, ere on him lower'd 
Full many a dark'ning glance— 

A hundred warriors struck the shield, 

And grsep'd the ponderous lance 1 

Straight {inswer made the wratbfal king: 

“iMturn thou to the duke; 

To meet Uia chivalrous desire 
Would rouse our chiefs' rebuke; 

Unto the Qo.l of arms we leave 
The chivDoea of the fight; 

And weai' his brow the victory 
Whose sword is in the right 1” 

With banquat-eong and revelry. 

Within the British tent, 

The bourn from dusky evening 
To twilight dawn ware spent. 

Not thus withiu the Norman camp,— 

A different soene shone there— 

Itands diiop’d in deep solemnity. 

Knees Lowly bent in prayer 1 
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Ere ret tbe parple momiDg hour 
Ilfamed the eastern •ky, . 

The clash of arms rang memly 
With tbe atirring battle-cry. 

A fatal shower of piercing steel 
From the Norman croaa-bowa flaw, 

And many a valiant Eentisbman 
On tbe stormy onset slew I 

But swift to closer fieht they rush’d, 

And brisker warm’d tbe strife; 

And deadlier tbe contention grew. 

Fiercer the thirst for life 1 
Beneath the bold adventurous duke 
Three fiery steeds were slain 1— 

His falchion waved the mriest 
Upon that gaej plainT 

On spnrr’d tbe Saxons to the charge. 

While aze and glaive swept far; 

And bravely smote they to tbe hilt, 

Like lioM bred to war I 
Full to tbe centre of their line 
The Normans felt tbe shock ; 

Yet stood thev firm and stodfastly, 

As stands the giant rook. 

Lika lightning through the elements 
A trenchant arrow flash'd. 

And into Harold’s royal brain 
Through helm and temple dash’d I 
He sank: yet to the death his voioe 
Was hee!nl in hoarse oommaiid; 

And fiercely grasp'd, bis reeking blade 
Qleam'd in liis red right handl 

Then joyous shoots of victory 
Far shook the circling air; 

And helms were doff'd, and banners waved, 
And knees were bended there I 
With—Live, long live tbe Conqueror I—• 
Did thousand voices ring i 
Ood save Ulostrious WilliM, 

Our great, our glorious king 1 

Bwsih 
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f f fat of Satnloo. 

TuM WM a sound of revelry by nigbt, 

And Belgium’s capital had gather’d then 
Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and brioht 
The lamps shone o’er fiiir women and brave men ; 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes look’d lovo to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a raarriage^bell; 

But hush I hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell 1 

Did ye not hear it I —No; ’twas but the wind. 

Or the car rattling o’er the stony street; 

On with the dance I let Joy be unconfined; 

No sleep till mom, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase the slowing Honrs with flying feet— 

But, hark!—tMt heavy sound breaks in onoe more. 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat; 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier tban before 1 
Arm 1 Arm 1 it is—it is—the cannon’s opening roar ! 

Within a window’d niche of that high hall 
Sate Brunswick’s fated chieftain ; he did hear 
That sound the first amidst the festival. 

And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic ear; 
And when they smiled because he deem’d it near, 
Bis heart more truly knew that peal too weU 
Which stretch’d his father on a bloody bier. 

And roused the vengeance blood aloue could quell: 
lie msh’d into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell. 


All I then and there was hnrrying to and fro. 

And gatherins tears, and tremblings of distresa 
And mseks aU pale, which but an hour ago 
Blush’d at the praise of their own loveliness; 

And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young nearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne’er might be repeated; who oonld guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes. 

Since upon night so sweet such awful mom ooula rise ? 
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Aod tb«r« waa monntiug in hot haste : the stectl, 

The muitering sqaadron, and the clattering car, 
Went pourine forward with imnetaoos epecd, 

And ewifUj forming in the ranks of war; 

And the deep thunder peal on peal afar; 

And near, the beat of the alarming drum 
Roused op the soldier ere the moroiug star ; 

While throng’d the citizens with terror dumb, 

Or whispering, with white lips—“ The foe! They come! 
they come I ” 

And wild and high the "Cameron's gathering" rose! 
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyii’e bills 
Hare beard, and heard, too. bare her Saxon foes:— 
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills, 

Sarage and shrill I But with the breath which 61Is 
Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers 
With the fierce natire daring which instils 
The stirring memory of a thonsand years. 

And Bran’s, Donald’s fame ringe in each claneman’s ears! 

And Ardennea wares above them her green leaves, 
Dewy with nature’s tear-drops, as they pass, 
Qrieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves. 

Over the nnretnming brave,—alas 1 
Ere evening to be trraden like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 
Of living ralourj rolling on the foe 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder oold and low. 

Ismt noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last ere in Beauty’s circle proudly gay. 

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife. 

The mom the marshaUing in arms,—the day 
Battle’s magnificently-stern array I 
The thunderclouds close o’er it, which when reut 
The earth is cover'd thick with other clay. 

Which her own clav shall cover, heap’d and pent. 
Rider and horse—friend, foe,—in one reef burial blent 1 

Btron, 
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Job tni ^bc from #^nrt to ^h. 

I bpbaxo to tbe stlrrnp, «n‘l JorU, RD<t li«; 

I nllop’d. Dlrok g.'Ulop'd, wr v’>lir/}r<l all Uir«« ; 

“Good ipeed !“ cried the at the ga(e-U>Ka tmdrew; 

**8p^ I" echo’d the wall U* lli« cpdjii|<l>ig t>iro*gh; 
Beniad ahnt the poetem, tlie l>ehu auiic to leit. 

And into the midnight we gallop'd abrcnat 

Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace 
Meek bf neck, atride by itride, nerer ohM^ag oor fllaoe ; 
1 tam'd is my aaddle and sia^ its girths tight. 

Then Pollen'd eaoh stirrup, and set the pique riglA 
Bebnckled the cheek-atran chain’d slaeksr the bit. 

Nor gallop’d leas steadily Kolaod a whit. 

Twaa moonaet at starting; hat while we drew near 
Lokeren, the coeka crew and twilight dawn’d clear; 

At Boom, a g^reat yellow star oasoa oat to see; 

At Dtiffeld, 'twaa morning ae plain as could be; 

And from Mecheln chnrcb-eteeple we heard the half-chime, 
So Joris broke silence with, "Yet there is time! ” 

At Aenchot, up leap’d of a andJcdo the son, 

And against him the cattle stood blaok every one, 

To atam through the mist at us galloping .past, 

And I saw my stout galloper RoWd at ba<^ 

With resolute shoulders, each butting away 
The haze, as spme bluff river headland its spray. 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent b-ocU 
For my voice, and the other prick'd out on his track; 

And one eye’s black intelliTOnce,—ever that glance 
O’er its white edge at me, his own master, askance I 
And the thick heavy spnme-flakea which aye and anon 
His fierce lips shook upward in galloping op. 

By Hssselt, DirCk groan’d ; and cried Joris, “Stay j^nrl 
“ Yonr Boos gallopM bravely, the fault’s not in her, 
“We’ll remember at Aix”—for one heard the quick Wheeze 
Of her chest, saw the stretch’d neck and ataggering knees, 
Aind sunk tail, and horrible heave of the fiank, 

As down on her haunches she shudder’d and sank. 
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3o we were left gelloping, Joria aiuI I, 

Past Looz and past Tongree, uu clond in the alcf ; 

The broad sun abo^e laugh'd a pitUeis lao^ 

'Neath oar feet broke the brittle bright stable like ehaff: 
Till orer bv Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white, 

And " Oallop,” gasp'd Joris,**for Aje is In sight 1 ** 

“ How then'll met ns I"—and all in a moment his roau, 
Roll'd neck and cronp over, lav dead as a stone ; 

And there was mr Roland to near the whole weight 
Of the nows which alone could save Aix from her fate, 
With his nostrils like pits fall of blood to the brim, 

And with circles of rea for his eye-sookeU' rim. 

Then I cast loose mj bnffcoat, each holster let fall. 

Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all. 

Stood np in the stirrup, lean’d, patted his ear. 

Call'd my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peer; 
Clapp'd my hands, laugh'd and sang, any noise, bad or 
good. 

Till at length into Aiz Roland gallop'd and stood. 

And all I remember iR friends flocking round 

As I sate with his head 'twixt my knses on the gronnd, 

And no voice but was praising this Rolantl of mme. 

As I pour'd down his throat our last measure of wine, 
Which (the burgesses voted by common consent) 

Was no more than his doe who faronght good news from 
Ohent. BROwimro. 


jBnm'f 1 b«1 

O'sa a low eoneh the setting son had thrown its latest ray. 
Where, in bis lost strong agony, a dying wtsrior lay,— 

The stem old Baron Rndiger, whose frame had ne’er been bent 
By wasting pain, UU time and toU ita iron strength bsd spent. 

“ They come aronod me here, and say my days of life are o'er,— 
That I shall monnt my noble steed and lead my band no more; 
They oome, and, to my beard, they dare to tell me now that I, 
Tbeir own liege lord and master bom, that I—ha, ha I most die- 

“And what is death? Fve dared him oft before the Paynim spear; 
Think ye he's enter'd at my gate—has oome to seek me here? 
I've met him, Isoed him, scorn'd him, whan the fight wss raging 
hot;— 

rU try his might. Til brave bis power I defy, and fear him not I 
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“ Ho I loond the tocsin (hnn mj tower, end 6re the cnlyerin, 
Bid each retainer arm with speM; call ereiy Taasal in. 

Up with mj banner on the wall—the banqnet-board prepare— 
Throw wide the portal of mj ball, and bring m;' ormonr there I ” 

A hundred bands were boij then; the banqaet forth was spread. 
And mng the heaTr oaken floor with many a martial tread ; 
While from the rich dark tracerj, along the vaulted wall, 
Lights gleam’d on harness, plnme, and spear, o’er the proud old 
Ootbic hall. 

Fast hurrying throogh the ontergate, the mail’d retainers ponr’d. 
On throogh the portal's frowning arch, and throng’d around the 
boar^ 

While at its head, within bis dark, carved, oaken chair of state. 
Arm’d cap-a-pie, stem Rudiger, with girded falchion, sate. 

“ Fill every beaker up, men 1—pour forth the cheering wine I 
There’s life and strength in every drop,—thanksgiving to the vine! 
Are ye all there, my vassals true 7—mine eyes are waxing dim! 
Fill round, my tried and fearless ones, each goblet to the brim I 

“Te’re there, but yeti sec yon not!—draw forth each tmsty 
s^vord, 

And let me hear yonr futhfhl steel clash once around my board I 
I hear it faintly: Louder yet I What clogs my heavy breath 7 
Up, all!—and shout for Rudiger, * OEviArrcB mno Deatb 1 ’ ” 

Bowl rang to bowl, steel clang’d to steel, and rose a deafening 
cry. 

That made the torches flare around, and shookdbe flags on high: 
“Ho, cravens I do ye fear him 7 Slaves 1 Traitors I bare ye flown 7 
Ho, cowards! have ye left me to meet him here alone? 

“ But T defy him 1—let him come I ” Down ran^ the massy cup. 
While from Its sheath the ready blade came flashing half-way op; 
And, with the black and heavy plumes scarce trembling on his 
head, 

There, In his dark, carved, oaken chair, old Rudiger sat—dead 1 

AnnsaT Q. GnaENE. 


Cbt la n lltj^ihTjjBU. 

Mt heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dnll opiate to the drains 
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 
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Hb not through envy of thy happy lot, 

Bnt being too happy in thy happiness— 

That thou, light-wingdd Di^aa of the trees. 

In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shaaows nnmberleas, 

Singest of summer in foll-throated ease. 

O for a draught of vintage, that bath been 
Cool'd a long age in the deep-delvdd earth. 

Tasting of Flora and the oouutry-green. 

Dance, and Proven 9 aI song, and sunburnt mirth I 

O for a beaker full of the warm South, 

Full of the true, the blushing Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim. 

And purple-etaindd mouth; 

That I might d^k, and leave the world unseen, 

And wittt thee fade away into the forest dim: 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
VThat thou among the leaves hast never known, 

The weariliess, the fhver, and the &et 

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 

"Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs. 

Where youth grows p^e, and speclre-tbin, and dies; 
Where but to think is to be full of surruw 
And leaden-eyed despairs; 

Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes. 

Or new Love pine at them beyond to-monow. 

Away I away! for I will fly to thee. 

Not charioted by Bacchus and bis pards, 

But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 

Already with thee I tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays; 

Bnt here there is no light. 

Save what from heaven is wiu the breezes blown 
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet. 

Nor what soft incense bangs upon the boughs, 

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
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Tbo rruA Iha tliidcrt, and tbo fruit'tree wild; 

WnitA hawthorn, a^ the paatorml agUntina; 
Fkat-lading riolalB ooTfr’d up lo iMvaa; 

And mid-lfaT's eldest child. 

The eotniug mnsk-roee, full of dewy wise, 

The iDimnarotte hanat of fliee on samBsr'CTea. 

Darkling I liiten ; and for many a time 
I hare been half in lore with eaadfhl Death, 

Call'd him soft names in many a mtuM rhyme. 

To take into the air my qolet breath; 

Now more than erer seems it rich to die. 

To ceaae npon the midnight with no pi^. 

While thou art pouring forth thy eotil abroad 
In such an ecstasy I 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I hare ears In rain— 
lb thy high requiem become a aod. 

Thou wast not boro for death, immortal Bird! 

No hun^^ generations tread thee down ; 

The roice 1 near this paseing night wan hdard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 

Perhaps the aelf-eame song (hat found a path 
Through the sad heart of Butb, when sick Tor home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charm'd magic casements, opening on the‘foam 
Of perilooa aesa, in faery landi lorlom. 

Forlorn I the rery Word ia like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self ! 

Adieu I the fancy cannot dieat ao well 
As she is famed to do, deceiring elC 
Adieu 1 adieu 1 thy plaintire anthem fades 
Past the near meadowa, orer the etill stream, 

Dp the hiU-eide; and now 'tie buried deep 
In the next rall^;^ladea: 

Wae it a riaion, or a wakiu dream I 
Fled is that mnsicdo I wake or sleep t 


Kasts 
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Ipruoiur inb l^i Job. 

Fimt mme the low of light, and air^ 

And then of darkoeea too: 

I had no thonght, no feeling—none— 
Among the Btonee I etood a atone, 

And was, scarce oonecions what 1 wiat, 

As shrnhless craca wtthin the mist; 

For all was blaai^ and bleak, and grey. 

It was not night^it was not dtTj 
It was not even the dongeon-iignt. 

So hateful to my hoary sight. 

Bat racani^ abMrbing apace, 

And fiKsdneoB—wHhoat a plaee ; 

There were no etan—no earth—no time— 
No cheek—no change—no good—no orinie— 
Bat silen<^ and a stliiem breath 
Whidi neither was of life nor death; 

A sea of stajniant idleness, 

Blind, boundless, mate, and motionless! 

A light broke in upon my brain,— 

It was the carol of a bird ; 

It ceaaed, and then it came agai% 

Ibe sireeteat song ear arar heim, 

And mine was thaiucful till my eyes 
Ran over with the glad surprise, 

And they that moment could not see 
I was the mate of misery; 

Bat then by dull degrees came back 
My senses to their woutsd trsok, 

I saw the dungeon walla and loot 
Close slowW round nm as before. 

I saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before bad done, 

But through the orsTios where it oarae 
That bird was mbch’d, aslond and'lame, 
And tamer Iran upon the tree ; 

A lorely bird, with asore wings. 

And song that said a thousand thinge. 

And seem’d to say them all far mel 
I nerer saw its like before, 

I ne’er shall see its likenssa mere: 

It seam’d like 'me to want a mate, 

But wae not half eo desolate, 
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And it wu come to lore me when 
None lived to love me so again, 

And cheering from mj dangeon’a brink, 

Had brought me back to feel and think. 

I know not if it late were free, 

Or broke ite cage to perch on mine, 

Bat knowing well captivity, 

Sweet bird I I could not wiah for thine 1 
Or if it were, in winged gniae, 

A visitant from Bar^iae ; 

For—Heaven forgive that thought! the while 
Which made me both to weep and emile; 

I sometimes deem’d that it might be 
My brother's soul come down to me ; 

Bat then at last away it flew. 

And then ’twaa mortal—well I knew. 

For he would never thus have flown, 

And left me twice so doubly lone,— 

Lone—as the cone within its shroud. 

Lone—as a solitary cloud, 

A single cloud on a sunny day, 

While all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frown apon the atmosphere. 

That bath no busibees to appear 

When skies are bine, and earth is gay. 

Btbok. 


0n SitindLim of l^r iFnultaii 

Oncb did she hold the gorgeous East in fee ; 

And was the safeguara of the West: the worth 
Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 

Venice, the eldest child of Liberty. 

She was a Maiden City, bright and free ; 

No gnile seduced, no force could violate; 

And, when she took unto herself a Mate, 

She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 

And what if she bad seen those glories Aide, 

Those titles vanish, and that strength decay ; 

Vet shall some tribute of regret be paid 
When her long life hath reach’d its Anal day : 

Men are we, and must grieve when even the Shads 
Of that which once was great, is pass'd away. 

WOBDSWOBTH. 
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Japirs b £nglaii)>. 

Happt is England! I eoald be content 
To see no other verdure than its own ; 

To feel no other breezes than sre blown 
Throngh its tall woods with high romances blent; 
Tet do I sometimeti feel a languishmont 
For skies Italian, and au inward groan 
To sit upon an Alp as on a throne, 

And half forget whiit world or worldling meant. 
B[»py is Engiand, sweet her artless daughters; 

&oogh their simple loveliness for me, 

Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging; 

Yet do I often wiirmly burn to see 
Bejioties of deeper glance, and bear their singing. 
And float with them almut the summer waters. 

Keats. 


8Ij Janh—®oob-|lig^. 

Aoisn, adieu I taj native shore 
Fades o’er the waters blue ; 

The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar, 
And shrieks the wild seamew. 

Yon Bun that sets upon the sea. 

We follow in his flight: 

Farewell awhile to him and thee, 

Mj native Lnnd—Good-Night I 

A few short hours, and He will rise 
To mve the morrow birth ; 

And I shall hail the main and skies, 

But not mj mother hlarth. 

Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate ; 

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; 
My dog bowls at the gate. 

For pleasures past I do not grieve. 

Nor perils gathering near; 

My gTMtest ^ef is, ^at I leave 
No thing that claims a tear. 

And now I'm in the world alone, 

Upon the wide, wide sea: 

But why shonld. I for others groan. 

When none will sigh for me } 


Btrok. 
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(oti’t Jonu. 

Thib iale and house are mine, and I have vow'd 
Thee to be lad;' of the solitude; 

And 1 have fitted up some chamben there, 

Looking towards the golden Eastern air, 

And level with the living winds, which fiow 
Like waves above the living waves below. 

I have sent books and music there, and all 
Those inatFuments with which high spirits call 
The future from its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In thoughts ana joya which sleep, but cannot die, 
Folded within their own eternity. 

Our simple life wants little, and tme taste 
Hires not the pais drudge Luxury to waste 
The scene it would adorn, and therefore still 
Nature with all her children, haunts the hill. 

The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yet 
Keeps op her love-lament, and the owls flit 
Bound toe evening'tower, and the young stars glance 
Between the quick bats in their twilight dance ; 

The spotted deer baak in the fresh moonlight 
Before our gate, and the slow silent night 
Is measured by the pants of their cahn sleep. 

Be this our home. Sbuxet.. 


9n first lookhq rots ({;3{[mBs'i ^omrr. 

Muon have I traVeil’d in the realms of gold. 

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen; 
Bound many western islands have I been 
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 

Oft of one wide expanse haa I been told 
That deep-hrow'd Homer ruled as his demesne: 
Tet did I never breathe its pure serene 
HU I heard Chapman ^leak oat load and bold ; 

Then felt I like some watcher of ths skits 
When a new planet swims into his kea ; 

Or Uke stout Cortes,* when with sogl* eyes 
Ho stared at the Paeifio—and all his bmsi 
Look’d at each Other with a wild sonniso— 

Silent upon a peak m Darien. Kxats. 

* BUMit regains tbsi wt •boaUaera Mad BaiSoa. 
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#l)t to 1^ IRttt nhib.* 

O WILD West Wind, thou breuth of Autumu’e beio^ 
Thou, from wboee uoMen pt-eseoca the lesree dead 
Are driven, like Khoste from an enchanter fleeing. 
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes; O thou. 

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 
The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low. 

Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine aenre sister of the spring ehall blow 
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and All 
^Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
with living hues and odours pUin and hill: 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everv where { 

Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh near 1 

Thou, on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commotioa. 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boug^ of Heaven and Ooean, 
Angels of lain aad ughtning: there ace spread 
On the blue surface m thine airy surge. 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 
Of some flerce Miensd, even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith's height, 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 
Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the doom of a vast aspuiohre, 

Vaulted with all thv congregated mi^t 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and bail, will burst: hear 1 

Thou who didst waken frtnn his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 

Lull’d by the coil of his crystalline streams. 

Beside a pumice isle in Baiss's bay, 
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And MW ID Bleep old palaoea and towers 
QaiTeriDf; witliiu the wave's inteoMr day, 

All overgrown with azore moss and 6owora 
Bo sweet, the sense fiiints picturing them 1 Thou 
For whose p:ith the Atlantic's level powers 
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods, which wear 
The Mpless foliage of the ocean, know 
Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear, 

And tremble and despoil themselves: Oh, hear I 


If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I were a swift cloud to 6y with thee -, 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
The impulse of thy strength, only leas free 
Than thou, O nncontrollable I U even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
The comrade of thy wanaerings over heaven. 

As then, when to outstrip the skyey speed 
Scarce seem'd a vision, I would ne'er nave striven 
As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 

Oh 1 lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud 1 
I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed! 

A heavy weight of hours has chain’d and bow'd 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 

What if my leaves are falling like its own I 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
Will take from both a deep autumnal tone. 

Sweet, though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce. 
My spirit I Be thou me, impetuous one I 
Drivs my dead thoughts over the universe 
Lika wither’d leaves, to quicken a new birth ; 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 

Scatter, as firom an uneztinguisU'd hearth. 

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind I • 
Be through my lips to unawaken’d earth 
The trumpet of a propheiy I O wind. 

If Winter comes, can Sprmg be far behind t 


SasLLzr. 
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|f il urauf 

Ib It come t they said on the bankB of Kile, 

Who look’d for the world’s long-promised day, 

And saw bat the strife of Egypt’s toil, 

With the desert's sands and the granite grey. 

From pyramid, temple, and treasured dead, 

We vainly ask for her wisdom's plan ; 

Tl^ tell or the slave and tyrant’s dread— 

Yet there was hope when that day began. 

The Cboldee came with his starry lore, 

That built op Babylon’s crown and creed ; 

4nd bricks were stamp’d on the Tigris shore 
With signs which oar simee scarce can read. 

From Ninus’ temple and l^mrod’s tower 
The rule of the old East's empire spread 

Unreasoning faith and uuqnestion'd power— 

But still—Is it come t the watcher said. 

The light of the Persian’s worshipp’d flame 
On ancient bondage it’s splendour threw ; 

And once on the West a sunrise came. 

When Greece to her Freedom's tnirt was true. 

With dreams to the utmost ages dear. 

With human gods and with godlike men. 

No marvel the mr-off day seem’d near 
To eyes that look’d through her laurels then. 

The Roman conquer’d and revell’d, too. 

Till honour and faith and power were gone; 

And deeper old Europe’s dai^ess grew. 

As wave after wave the Goth came on. 

The gown was learning, the sword was law, 

The people served in the oxen’s stead; 

But ever some gleam the watcher saw. 

And evermore—la it come T they said. 

Post and seer that Question caught 
Above the din of life's foars and frets; 

It march’d with letters—it toil’d with thought, 
Through schools and creeds which the earth forget: 

And statesmen trifle, and priests deceive. 

And traders barter our worlds away; 

Yet hearts to that golden promise cleave, 

And still, at times—Is it come ? they say. 
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The dkn of the nationa bear oo trace 
Of aU the aaiuhine so &r foretold; 

The cannoD apeaka in the Teacher's place— 

The ane is wear^ with work and ^old; 

And hign hopes wither, and menionea wave, 

On hearths and altars the firea are dead ; 

Cat that brave faith hath not lived in vain; 

And this is all that our watcher said. 

Frahcbs Beown. 


SUlioft 

Iv thou wonldat view fair Melroaa aright, 

Oo visit it bv the pals moonlight; 

For the g^ beams of lightsome day 
Gild bnt to flout the raina grey. 

When the broken arches are black in sight. 

And each shafted oriel gliinmeis white; 

When the cold light's nnoertsin shower 
Streams on the min’d central tower; 

When battreaa and bottresa, alternately, 

Seem framed of ebon and ivory; 

When silver edges the imagery. 

And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die; 
When distant Tweed is heard to rave, 

And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead man’s grave, 
Then go—bnt m alone the while— 

Then view St. David’s rain’d pile ; 

And home retnrning, aoothiy swear. 

Was never scene so sad and fair! Soorr. 


Sonj of is Jansl. 

Im the swelling flood of lifej 
In the atorm of action goii^, 

D^nd down in endless strife. 

Here and there for ever flowing; 

Mine is birth, and mine the grave, 

An Ocean of unending wave I 
Change on diangea 1 aaanme 
In ufe that glows in star and clod, 

So work I at Time’s rushing loom. 

And weave the living rote of God I 
TraiulaXtd/rom Oo9tk». . FiLMOftS. 
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$X0fi[te»s 0f 

A PIKSAUO ODJl 

Awatb, -foUan lyre, awake, 

And give to rapture all thy trembling itiisgB. 

From Helicon's harmonious springs 

A thousand rills their maay progress take: 

The laughing flowers that round them blow 
Drink life and fVagrauee as they flow. 

Now the rich stream of Muaie winds along 
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong. 

Through verdant vales, and Cerer golden reign; 
Now rolling down the steep amain. 

Headlong, impetuous, see it pour: 

The roclu and nodding groves re-bellow to the roar. 

0 Sovereign of the willing sool, 

Parent of sweet and eolemn^eathing airs, 
Ekichaoting shell I the sullen Cares 
And frantic Passions hear thy soft couiroL 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curb’d the fury of his car. 

And dropt his thirsty lance at thy command. 
Perching on the sceptred hand 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing: 

Quench’d in dark clouds of sluoiMr lie 

The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eyeu 

Thee the voice, the dance, obey, 

Temper'd to thy warbled lay. 

O’er Idalia’s velvet-green 
The roev-crowndd I^ves are seen 
On Cytherea's day. 

With antic Sport, and bine-eyed Pleasures, 

Frisking light in frolic measures; 

Now pursuing, now retreating. 

Now in circling troops they meet; 

To brisk notes in cadence beating 
Glance their many-twinkling fret. 

Slow melting strains their Queen's approach declare 
Where'er she turns the Graces homage pay: 

With arms sublime that float upon the air 
In gliding state she wins her eai^ way: 

O'er her warm cheek and rising bosom move 
The bloom of young Desire and purple light of love. 
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Maii’i feeble nee wbat ills await! 
leibonr, and Penary, the i acka of Pain, 

Diaeaae, and Sorrow’s weeping train. 

And Death, ead refuge from the etorma of Fate! 

The fond complaint, my aong, diaprore 
And iuatify the laws of Jore. 

Say, naa he given in vain the heavenly Muae t 
Night and all her aickly dews. 

Her spectres wan, and birds of boding cry 
He givea to range the dreary sky: 

Till down the eastern cli6b a&r 
Hyperion’s march they spy, and glittering abalU of wai. 


In climes beyond the solar road 
Where shaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam, 
The Mnse has broke the twilight gloom 
To cheer the shivering native's dull abode. 

And oft, beneath the odorous shade 
Of Chili's boundless forests laid, 

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat 

In loose numbers wildly sweet 

Their feather-cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves. 

Her track, where’er the Goddess roves, 

Glory pursue, and generous Shame, 

Th’ unoonqnerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame. 


Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s steep, 

Liles, that crown th* .£geiui deep, 

Fields that cool Ilissus mves 
Or where Mssander's amber waves 
III lingering lab'rinths creep. 

How do your tuneful echoes languish. 

Mute, but to the voice of anguish! 

Where each old poetic mountain 
Inspiration breathed around; 

Every shade and hallow’d fountain 
Murmur'd deep a solemn sound: 

Till the sad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour 
Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains. 

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant Power, 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 

When Latium had her lofty spirit lost. 

They sought, 0 Albion 1 nez^ thy sea-encircled coast 
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Far from tbe Bon and sammer-gale 
Id thy ^en lap was Nature’s Doling laid, 

What time, where lucid Aron stray’d. 

To him the mighty Mother did unreil 
Her awful face: the dauntleaa Child 
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and smiled. 

This pencil take (eho said), whose colours clear 
Bicbly paint tbe Temal rear: 

Thine, too, these golden keys, immortal Boy 1 
This can unlock the gates of Joy; 

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the sacied source of sympathetic Tears. 

Nor second He, that rode sublime 
Upon the seraph-wings of Ecstasy 
'The secrets of the Abyss to spy: 

He pass’d tbe flaming bouniu of Place and Time: 
The liring Throne, the sapphire-blaze 
'Where Angela tremble wnile they Raze, 

He saw; but blasted with excess of light, 

Qoeed his eyes in endless night 
Behold where Dryden’s less presumptuous car 
Wide o’er the fielM of Glory bear 
Two coursers of ethereal race 

With necks in thunder clothed,and long-resounding pace. 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore I 
Bright-eyed Fancy, horering o’er; 

Scatters from her pictured um 

Thoughts that breathe, and words that bnm. 

But^! ’tis beard no more— 

01 Lyre divine, what daring Spirit 
Wakes ^ee now 1 Though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion. 

That tne Theban Eula near. 

Sailing with supreme dominion 
Through tbe azure deep of air: 

Tet oft before bis infant eyes would mu 
Such forms as glitter in the M use’s ray 
With orient hues, unborrow’d of the sun: 

Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Beneath the Good how far—but fisr above the Gre.-it. 

Giur. 
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SPinii’f Inpin&m. 

Mo«r (WMt it U with nnopUfted tjta 
To pooe the groand, if path there be or none, 
While ft &ir re^on rotina the Treretler lie* 

Which he fonwftre ftgftin to look upon ; 

Plefteed tftther with some aolt idefti eoene, 

The work of Fanc^, or some heppy tone 
Of meditation, elipping in between 
The boftoty coming and the beanty gone. 

—If Thought and Lore desert us, from Uiet day 
Let us break off all commerce with the Muss: 
With Thought and Lore oompemions of our way— 
Whate’er the sensei take or may rsfhac,— 

The Mind’s internal hearen shall shed her dews 
Of inspiration ou the humblest lay. 

WoUDSWOBTa. 


^Imnhrc'i 

Twas at the royal feast for Persia won 
By Philip's warlike son— 

Aloft in awful state 
The godlike hero sate 
On his imperial tbrono; 

His Tftliant peers were plaoed around. 

Their brows with rosea and with nurflss bonnd, 
^ should desert in arms be orownM) | 

^e lorely Thais by bis side 

Bate like a blooming Eastern bride 

In flower of youth and beauty’s prida;— 

Happy, happy, happy pair I . 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave dsservea the fiiir 1 

Timothens placed on hiph, 

Amid the tuneful quire, 

With flying fingerw touch’d the'Iyre: 

The trembling notes ascend the sky 
And heavenly joys inspire. 
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Tbe aoDr began from Jore, 

Wbo left his blksfal seats above— 

Such is the power of mighty love t 
A dragon’s herj form beli^ the god ; 

Snblime on radiant spires hs rode 
When he to fair Olympiapreat, 

And while he soimDt her enowy breast; 

Then round her s^der waist he oorl'd, 

And stamp’d an image of himself, a sovereign of the 
world. 

—The listening crowd admire the lofty sonnd 1 
A present dei^I they shont aronnd: 

A present deity I the vanlted roob rebonnd I 
With ravish’d ears 
The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god; 

Affects to nod. 

And seems to shake the spheres. 


The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician snug 
Of Bscchns ever fair and ever young : 

The jollv god in triumph comes I 
Sonnd the trumpets, b^t the drums ! 

Flush’d with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face : 

Now give the hautboys breath ; he comes, be comes! 
Bscobns, ever fair and young. 

Drinking joys did first ordain ; 

Bacchns' blessings are a treasure, 

Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ; 

Rich the treasure. 

Sweet tbe pleasure. 

Sweet is pleasure after pain. 

Sooth'd with the sonnd, the king grew vain; 
Fought all his battles o’er again, 

Andthrioe he routed all his foes, and tbrioelie slew 
the slain I 

The master saw the madness rise, 

His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 

And, while ne Heaven and Eartnidrtsd, 

Changed his band and cheek'd his pride. 

He chose a mournfU Mnse 
Soft pity to infuse: 
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H« nog Darios great and good, 
hj too aerere a rata 
Fallen, &Uen, fallen, fallen. 

Fallen from his high estate. 

And weltering in nis blood ; 

Deserted, at his ntmost need. 

By thoee hii former boonty fed ; 

On the bare earth exposed he lies 
With not a friend to close his eyes. 

—With downcast looks the joyless victor sate, 

Revolving In his altered sool 

The varioos tarns of Chance below; 

And now and then a sigh he stole. 

And tears began to flow. 


The mighty master smiled to see 
That Love was in the next degree; 

Twss bat a kindred sound to move. 

For Pity melts Uie mind to love. 

Softly sweet, in Lydian measures 
Soon he soothed bis sonl to pleasures. 

War, he sung, is toil and trouble, 

Honour but an empty bubble, 

Never ending, still beginning; 

Fighting stilL and stUTdestroying; 

If the world be worth thy winning. 

Think, O think, it worth enjoying: 

Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 

Take the good the gods provide thee ! 

—The many rend the skies with loud applause ; 
So Love was crown’d, but Music won the cause. 
The prince, unable to conceal bis pain, 

Gazed on the fair 
Who caused his care. 

And sigh'd and look'd, sigh'd and look'd, 

Sigh'd and look'd, and si^'d again : 

At length, with love and wine at onoe opprest, 
The vanquish'd victor sunk upon her bresst. 


Now strike the golden lyre again: 

A loader yet, and vet a louder strain ! 

Break his bands or sleep asunder, 

And rouse him like a rattling peal of thunder. 
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nark, hark 1 the horrid Bound 
Haa raiaed up his bead : 

Aa awaked from the dead, 

And amazed he stares around. 
Bevenge, rerenge I Timotheoa eriea, 
Bee the Furies arise I 


gee the snakes that thej rear. 

How they hiss in their hair, 

And the sparkles that flash ti<im their eyes! 

Behold a ghastly band, 

Each a torch in his hand I 

Those are Qrecian ghosts that in battle were alaiu 
And nnburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain : 

Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew I 

Behold how they toss their torches on high, 

How they point to the Persian abodea 
And glittering temples of their hostile gods. 

—^The princes appland with a furious joy: 

And the King seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy; 
Thais led the way 
To lisht him to me prey. 

And like another Helen fired another Troy I 


—Thus, long ago. 

Ere heaving bellows leam’d to blow, 

While organa yet were mote, 

Timotheoa, to his breathing Ante 
And sounding lyre, 

Conld swell me sonl to rage, or kindle soil desire. 

At last divine Cecilia came, 

Inventresa of the vocal frame ; 

The sweet enthusiast from her sacred store 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds. 

And added length to solemn aounda, 

With Nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
—Let old Timothens yield the prize 
Or both divide the crown ; 

He raised a mortal to the skies. 

She drew an angel down 1 

Drtsex. 

2c 
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^nnmbnuLU. 

Woks to tbe scaaiona of afreet ailent thought 
I anmmon np remembrnnoe of thinga put, 

I aigh tbe lack of rnanj a thtDf I aought, 

with old woea new wailmj dear tiine’a waste ; 
Then can I drown an ere, onnaed to flow, 

For preeiooa frienda hid in death’s dateless night, 
And weep afresh love’s lon^ince-cancell'd woe, 

And moan the expense of man^ a vanish'd sight. 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heaviljr from woe to woe tell o’er 
The Bad aoconnt of fore-bemoandd moan. 

Which I new pay as if not paid before; 

—But if the while I think on thee, dear friend. 

All losses are restored, and sorrows end. 

SBAKXarKABB. 


lilxl 

Thxbb was a little lawny islet 
By anemone and violet, 

Like mosaic, paven: 

And its roof was flowers and leaves 
Which the summer's breath enweavea, 

Where nor sun nor showers nor breeze. 

Pierce the pines and tallest trees. 

Each a gem engraven. 

Qirt by many an aznre wave 

WiA which the clouds and mountains pave 

A lake's blue chasm. Saxixrr. 


JjPiihni. 

Poet of Paradise, whose glory illumed 
My path of penury, till grew_ 

The desert to a guden, and life bloom'd 

With hope and jov, ’midst suffering— “ honour due ” 

I cannot render thee ; but reverence true 

This heart shall give thee, till it reach the verge 

'V^ere human s^endours lose their lustrous hue ] 

And, when in death, my mortal joys all merge. 

Thy grand and gorgeous music, ^Itou, be my dirge! 

Cmfbr. 
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IpUub IpotL 

Sbaaoks return; but not to me returua 
Day, or the evreet approach of even or mom, 

Or eight of vernal bloom, or summer’i roae, 

Or flocka or berda, or human face divine ; 

But cloud inatead, and evcrduriug dark 
Surrouuda me, from the cheerful vreye of men 
Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fair 
Preaented with a universal blamk 
Of Nature's works to me expunged and rased. 

And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out. 

So much the rather thou, celestial light. 

Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers 
Irradiate ; there plant eyes, all mist from thence 
Purge and disperse, that 1 ma^ see and tell, 

Of things invisible to mortal sight. 

Minroit. 


^tmaibj anb 

With some good ten of his chosen men, Bernardo hath appear’d 
^fore them all in the palace hall, the lying King to be^ i 
With cap in hand and eye on ground, he came in reverent guise. 
But ever and anon he frown'd, and flame broke from bis eyes. 

A enrse npon thee,”cries the King," who comest unhid tome; 
Bnt whsc from traitor's blood should spring save traitors like 
to tbeef 

Bis sire, lords, hod a traitor’s heart; perchance oar champion 
brave 

May think it were a pious part to share Don Sancho's grave.’' 

“ Whoever told this tale the King hath rashness to repeat,” 
Cries Bernard, “ Here my gage 1 fling before tub luji'i feetl 
No treason was in Sancho’s blood—no stain in mine doth lie: 
Below the throne what knight will own the coward calumny t 

’’The blood that I like water shed, when Roland did advance, 
By secret traitors hired and led, to make ns slaves of France; 
The life of King Alphonso I saved at Roneetval— 

Your words. Lord Kin^ are recompense abundant for it all. 
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“Tour hone wu down—jour hope wu floirn—I frw the 
falchion ahioe. 

That icon had drook yonr rojal blood, had I not ventared miDC; 
But memory (ooo of lerricc dooe deseneth the iograte; 

TonVe thank'd the ion for life and crown by the father's bloody 
fate. 

“Ye swore upon yonr kingly faith to set Don Sancho free; 

Bat, cone upon yonr paltering breath, the light be ne'er did see; 
He died in aangeon cold and dim, by Alphonso'i base decree. 
And Titage blind and stiffen'd limb were all they gave to me. 

“The King that swervcth from his word bath stain'd bis pur]ile 
black: 

No Spanish lord will draw the sword behind a liar's back; 

Bnt noble vengeance shall be mine, an open hate I'll show— 
The King hath injured Carpio’s line, and Bernard is his foe.” 

“Seise, seise himPlood the King doth scream: “There are 
a thoosand here I 

Let his fool blood this instant stream:—What, csiitiSs, do ye 
fear? 

Seise, seise the traitor! ”—Bnt not one to move a finger dareth: 
Bernardo standetb by the throne, and calm his sword he bareth. 

He drew the falchion from the sheath, and held it im on high, 
And all the ball was still as deathcries Bernard “ Here am I— 
And here is the sword that owns no lord, excepting heaven and 
me; 

Fain would I know who dares his point—King, Condd, or 
Orandee.” 

Then to his month the horn he drew—it hang below his cloak— 
His ten tme men the signal knew, and throngh the ring they 
broke; 

With helm on head, and blade in hand, the knights the circle 
brake. 

And back the lordlings 'gan to stand, and the false King to 
quake. 

"Hal Bernard,” quoth Alphonso, “what means this warlike 
guise F 

Ye know fall well I Jested—ye know yonr worth I prise.”— 

But Bernard turn’d npon his heel, and smiling pass’d away:_ 

Long rued Alphonso and bis realm the jesting of that day. 

Trantlatedfrom the Spmith, Locebskt. 
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Co 3I^^- 

Hattk tbee, nyroph, and bring with Uiea 
Joat, and youUi^l Jollity, 

Quint, and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Nods, and becks, and wreathdd smiles. 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 

And lore to lire in dimple sleek; 

Sport that wrinkled Care derides. 

And Laughter holding both his sides. 

Come ana trip it as you go 
On the light untastic toe: 

And in tny right hand lead with thee 
The mountoin-nymuh, sweet Liberty: 

And, if I give thee honour due. 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew. 

To live with her, and live with thee. 

In nnreprovdd pleasuree free: 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 

And singing startle the dull night. 

From his watch-tower in the skies. 

Till the dappled dawn doth rise; 

Then to come, in spite of sorrow, 

And at my window bid good-morrow. 
Through the sweet brier or the vine. 

Or the twisted eglantine; 

While the cock with lively din. 

Scatters the rear of darkness thin. 

And to the stack, or the bam-door, 

Stoutly struts his dames before; 

Oft lisfniog how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slambering morn, 

From the side of some hoar hill, 

Through the high wood echoing shrill; 
Sometimes walking not unseen 

hedgerow elms, on hillocks green, 
lught against the eastern gate. 

Where the great sun begins his state. 
Robed in flames, and amber light. 

The clouds in thousand liveries dight; 
While the ploughman near at hand 
Whistles o'er the furrow’d land, 

And the milkmaid singeth blithe. 

And the mower whets his scythe. 
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And aveiy ahepherd tells his tale, 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hsth caught new pleasure;), 
Whilst the landscape round it measures; 

Busset lawns, and tallows grey, 

Where the nibbling Socks do stray; 

Mountains on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest; 

Meadows trim with daisies pied, 

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide: 

Towers and battlements it sees 
Bosom'd high In tufted trees. 

Miltow. 


C^e ^asstanf. 

SR ODS roB vusia 

Week Music, heavenly maid I was young. 
While yet in early Greece she sung. 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell. 

Throng'd around her ma^ic cell. 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting. 
Possess'd beyond the Muse's painting; 

B^ turns they felt the glowing mina 
Duturb'd, delighted, raised, refined ; 

^11 once, 'tis said, when all were fired. 

Fill'd with fury, rapt, inspired, 

From the supporting myrtles round 
They snatch'd her instruments of sound ; 
And as they oft had heard apart. 

Sweet lessons of her forceful art. 

Each (for Madness ruled the hour) 

Would prove his own expressive power. 

First, Fear, his hand, its skill to tir, 

Amid the chords, bewilder'd laid. 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 

Een at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rush’d, his eyes on fire. 

In lightnings own’d his secret stings; 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre. 

And swept with hurried hand the strings. 
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With woefal messnrM wmn Deapkir 
Low sallen aounds hU ^ef beguiled ; 

A aolemn, stnnge, and miDgled air; 

Twas aad by fita, by atarta 'twaa wild. 

But tboo, O Hope ! with eyea ao (air, 

What waa tby delighted meaaure t 
Still it whiaper'd promiaed pleaaure, 

And bade tbe lovely acenea at diatance bail 1 
StiU would her touch the atrain prolong ; 

And from the roolca, the wooda, tbe vale, 

She call'd on Echo etill through aU the aong; 

And, where her aweeteat theme ahe choae, 

A aoft reaponeive voice wua heard at every oloae, 

And Hope enchanted amiled and waved her golden hair. 

And longer had ahe aong;—but with a frown 
Bevenge impatient rose; 

He threw hia olood.etam’d aword in thunder down ; 
And, with a with'ring look, 

Tbe war-denouncing trumpet took, 

And blew a blast so loud and dread, 

Were ne’er prophetic aounda ao full of woe; 

And ever and anon he beat 

The doubling drum with fhriona heat; 

And though aometimea each dreary pause between, 
Dejected Pity at his aide 
Her sonl-sulxining voice applied. 

Yet atill be kept his wild uualter’d mien. 

While each strain’d ball of sight seem’d bursting from 
his head. 

Thy numbere. Jealousy, to nought were fix’d ; 

&t(^roof of thy distressful state ; 

Of difrring themes the veering aong was mix’d ; 

And now it courted Lore, now raving call'd on Hate. 

With eyes upraised, as one inspired, 

Pale Melancholy sate retired; 

And from her wild sequester'd seat. 

In notes by diatance made more sweet, 

Pour’d through the mellow horn her pensive aonl, 
And dashing soft from rocka arouna, 

Babbling runnels join the sound; 

Through glades and glooms the mingled measnres stole. 
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Or o’er lonie haunted Htreama with fond delay, 
Boood an holy calm diflfaain^, 

Love of Peace, and lonely mnnog, 

In hollow mnnnnra died away. 

Bat oh I how alter’d was its aprebtlier tone, 

When Chearfiilnraa, a nymph of nealthiest hne, 

Her bow acrose her shoulder flung, 

Her buskins gemm’d with morning dew. 

Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 

The hunter’s c^I, to Fawn and Dryad known ! 

The oak-crown’d Sisters, and their chaste-eyed Qaeen, 
Batyrs and Sylvan Boys, were seen 
Peeping from forth their alleys green: 

Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear; 

And Sport leap'd up, and seized his beechen spear. 

last came Joy’s ecstatic trial: 

He, with viny crown advancing, 

First to the lively pipe his hand addresst; 

But soon he saw the nrisk awakening viol. 

Whose sweet entrancing voice be loved the best; 
They would have thought who heard the strain. 

They saw, in Tempe's vale, her native maids, 
Amidst the festal-sounding sliades, 

To some unwearied minstrel dancing, 

While, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings. 

Love framed wi^ Mirth a gay fantastic round : 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound j 
And he, amidst his frolic play. 

As if he would the charming air repay^ 

Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 

0 Music 1 sphere-descended maid, 

Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid ! 

Why, goddess! why, to ns denied, 

Lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside I 
As in that loved Athenian bower, 

You leam’d an all-commanding power. 

Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear'd. 

Can well recall what then it beard ; 

Where is tW native simple heart. 

Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Artt 
Arisa, as in that elder time. 

Warm, anergic, chaste, sublime 1 
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Thr wooden in tb»t godlike oge, 

Fill th^ record iog Sieter'a pege— 

Tie laid, eoJ I believe the tale, 

Thjr bamblest reed could more preTail, 
more of atrength, diviner rage. 

That all which chanoa thia laggard age ; 

E’en all at once together found, 

Cecilia'a mingled world of aound,— 

O bid our vam endeavonn ceaae: 

Bevive the just deaigna of Greece; 

Betum in all thy simple atate I 
Confirm the tales her eons relate I 

Vf, CoiXlMS. 


L 

Op all the arte beneath the heaven, 

That man has found, or God has given. 

None draws the soul so aweet away. 

As Music’s mel ting mystic lay; 

Slight emblem of uie nlisa above. 

It soothes the spirit all to love. 

Hooo. 


n. 

Thx painter's hues stand visible before us 
In ^wer and beanty; we cau trace the thoughts 
Which are the workings of the poet’s mind: 

But Music is a mystery, and viewless 
Even when present, ana is leas man’s act. 

And less within his order; for the band 
That can call forth the tone^ yet cannot tell 
Whither they go, or if they live or die 
When floatea once beyond his feeble ear; 

And then, as if it vrere an unread thing. 

The wind will sweep from the neglected strings 
As rich a swell as ever minstrel drew. 

L. E LaimoM. 
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in. 

Mr 80ul is an enchanted boat, 

Which, like a sleeping swan, doth float 
Upon the lilrer waves of th^ sweet singing ; 

And thine doth like an angel ait 
Beside the helm, conducting it, 

While all the winds with melody are ringing. 

It seems to float ever, for ever 
Upon that many winding river, 

Between mountains, woods, abysses, 

A paradise of wildernesses. Bhbu.kt. 


rr. 

O, LULL me, lull me, charming air I 
My senses rock with wonder sweet 1 
Like snow on wool thy fallings are; 

Soft, like a snirit's, are thy feet. 

Orief who need fear 
That hath an ear t 
Down let him lie. 

And slumbering die, 

And change his soal for hannonj. 

Drtdkn. 


V. 

Evcb against eating cares 
Lap me in soft Lyaian airs 
Msjried to immortal verse, 

Bnch as the meeting soul may pierce 
In notes, with many a winding boat 
Of linkdd sweetness long drawn ont, 

With wanton heed and giddy canning. 

The melting voice through mazes running, 
Untwisting all the chains that tie 
The hidden son] of harmony; 

That Orpheus' self may heave his head 
From golden slumber, on a bed 
Of heap’d Blysian flowers, and hear 
Bnch strains as would have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite set free 
His half-regain’d Euryilice. 


Miltom. 
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^nsit irj2 ^oonlig^. 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank I 
Here will we ait, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet hsrmonj. 

Bit, Jessica: look how the floor of heaeen 
la thick inlaid with patines* of bright gold ; 

There’s not the smalleet orb which thou beholdest, 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the youDg>e}red cherubim. 

Such harmony is in immortal souls; 

But. whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 

SoAKESFEAHE. 


Colbtn of ^airaong. 

OoLDEN Age of Harmony, 

Tbon ehalt from the Heaven descend, 

Earth shall rise and welcome thee, 

Man to man be angel-friend. 

And the trumpets that blow when the battle’s red star 
Whelms the world with its blood as it bursts from afar ; 
And the bugles that peal 
To the crossing of steel. 

When the Demon of Wrath drives his scythe-armdd car. 
And the war-drums that roll 
In the shock of the battle. 

And the death-bells that toU 
O’er men slaughter’d like cattle; 

And the death^smitten eyes that look up to the sun, 

And see only the cannon-smoke darkling and don ; 

And the lips that in d^ng hurl curses at those 
Whom the Father made brethren, but evil made foes, 
And the groans of the wounded, the moans of the dying. 
The death-shot that scatters the ranks of the flying; 

The wild, fierce hnrrsb, when the Fratricide host 
Have driven their brethren to Hades red coast— 

They shall cease, they shall cease, 

For the angel of peace 

Shall whiten the Earth, not with bones of the slain, 

But with flowers for the garland, and sheaves for the wain. 

Harris. 


A anaD Amt dlib, owl in tbo AdmloiitnUon of the EoclurliL 
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fnflanut of piafu. 

OsTHira, with hb luC«, made tree*. 

And the monnUin-tope that free^ 

Bow tbemaelvee when he did sing; 

To his mnsic plants and flowen 
Ersr sprung—as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 

^rsry thing that heard him play, 

Even the billowa of the sea, 

Bung their heads, and then lay 
In sweet mnsic is each art, 

Killing care and grief of heart— 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die I 

SSLARSPUiBE. 


9illagt JptUa. 

Thku is in sonls a sympathy with sonuds, 

And as the mind is pitch'd the ear is plea;^, 
'With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave; 
Some chord in unison with what wo bear 
Is touch’d within us, and the heart replies. 

How soft the music of those village bells, 

Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet, now dying all away. 

Now pealing load again, and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on I 
With easy force it opens all the cells 
'Where Memory slept 'Wherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the scene recurs. 

And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 

COWTBB. 


S>ong of i^c 9onI. 

Tu human soul, like sweetest lyre, 
Swept all night long by faiiy fln^rs. 
Impulses thoughts like Jewel'd fire, 
'while slumber on the eyelids lingers 
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The haman soul is like a barge 
Afloat on Slomber’s mjstic ocean, 

Xbat drifts into the heavenly marge, 

And sways to Life's enchanted motion. 

The human soul is like the tongue 
That tells in sleep Life’s hidden stoiy, 

But wakes to hear its music sung 
By listening seraphs in their glory. 

Harms. 


l^tnuitoTR 

The breese bad sank to rest, the noondsy-snn was high, 

And Ocean’s breath lay motionless beneath a cloudless sky. 
There was silence in the air, there was silence in the deep; 
And it seem'd os though the burning calm were Nature's final 
sleep. 

The mid-day watch was set, beneath the blase of light, 

When there came a cry from the tali mast-head, “ A sail! a 
sail, in sight I ” 

And o'er the fair horison, a snowy speck appear’d, 

And every eye was strain'd to watch the vessel as she near'd. 

There was no breath of air, yet she bonnded on her way. 

And the dancing waves around her prow were Sashing into 
spray. 

She answer’d not their hail, alongside as she pass'd; 

There were none who trod her spacious deck; not a seaman 
on the mast; 

No hand to rade her helm; yet on she held her course. 

She swept along that waveless sea, as with a tempest’s force: 

A silence as of death was o’er that vessel spread: 

She seem’d a thing of another world, the world where dwell the 
dead. 

She pass’d away from sight, the deadly calm was o’er, 

And the spell-bound ship pursued her course before the breeze 
once more; 

And clouds across the sky obscured the noonday snn, 

And the winds arose at the tempest’s call before the day was 
done. 
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Midnight—nnd atill the itorm raged wratbfallf and loud, 

And deep in the trough of the bearing sea, labont'd that reasel 
proud; 

There was darkness all around, sare where lightning flashes keen 
Plac'd on the crests of the broken wares, and lit the depths 
between. 

Around her and below, the waste of waten roar’d. 

And answer’d the crash of the falling masts as they cast them 
orerbosrd. 

At erery billow's shock, her quirering timbers strain; 

And as she rose on a created ware, that strange ship pass'd 
again. 

And o'er that stormy sea she flew before the gale. 

Yet she had not struck her lightest spar, nor furl'd her loftiest 
sail. 

Another blinding flash, and nearer yet she seem’d. 

And a pale bine light along her sails and o’er her rigging 
gleam’d, 

But it show’d no seaman’s form, no hand her course to guide; 
And to their signals of distress, the wares alone replied. 

The Phantom Ship pass’d on, driren o’er her pathless way, 

But helplessly the sinking wreck amid the breakers lay. 

The angry tempest ceased, the winds were hush’d to sleep. 

And calm and bright the sun again shone out upon the deep. 
But that gallant snip no more shall roam the ooean free; 

She has reach’d her final haren, beneath the dark blue sea. 

And many a hardy seaman, who fears nor storm nor fight, 

Tet trembles when the Phantom Ship drives past his wat^ at 
night; 

For it augurs death and danger: it bodes a wateiy grare, 

With sea-weeds for his pillow—for his shroud, the wandering 
wave. 

A. G. OaaKrB. 


Song fif B iptruxn 9taih. 

Trerz's a bower of rosea by Bendemeer's stream, 

And the nightingale sings round it all the day long. 
In the time of my childhoM 'twaa like a sweet dream, 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's aong. 
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That bower soil its music, I nerer forget, 

But oft wbeu alone in the bloom of the year, 

I think—is the nightingale ainpug there yet I 
Are tho roses sttU bright by the calm Bendemeer. 

N<^ the roses soon wither'd that bang o'er the wave. 

But some blossoms were gatber'cH while freslily they 
shone, 

And a dew was distill'd from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 

Thus Memory draws from delight, ere it dies. 

An essence that breathes of it many a yeiur; 

Thus bright to my soul as 'twaa then to my eyes. 

Is that bower on the banks of the calm Mudemeer I 

Moouc. 


Tsa, there is holy pleasure in thine eye I 
—^The lovely cottage in the gna^ian nook 
Hath stirr'd thee deeply; with its own dear brook. 

Its own small pasture, almost its own aky I 
But covet not the abode—0 do not sigh 
As many do. repining while they look ; 

Intruders who would tear from Nature's briok 
This precious leaf with harsh impiety: 

—Think what the home would be if it were thine. 

Even thine, though few thy wants!—Roof, window, door. 
The very flowers are sacred to the Poor, 

The rosea to the porch which they entwine: 

Tea, all that now enchants thee, from the day 
On which it should be touch'd would melt away I 

WOBDSWOBTB. 


^tul’i Song.—Sea Jltgt. 

Finx fathom five thy father lies; 

Of his bones are coral made; 

Those pearla that were his eyes; 

Nothing of him that doth fade, 

Bnt doth sufler a sea-change 
Into something rich aud strange. 

8 ea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 

Hark I now I hear them—ding—dong belL 

SaausruBx. 
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Iboogt*- 

Tbovoht ihines from God aa ahinea tlic mom ; 
Langosf e from kiodling thonght ia bom ; 

The radiaiit zonea of apace and time 
Unroll from out that apeecb aublime ; 

Creation ia the picture word. 

The hieroglyph of Wiadom'a Lord; 

Edena on oliMful Edeua riae 
To shape the Epic of the akiea; 

Heaven ia the grand full-spoken thought 
Of Him by whom the worlds were wrought; 

He, throued within the world above, 

Ini^ires that heaven, that thought, with love. 

Harris. 


^firas. 

Tax book is completed. 

And closed like the day ; 

And the hand that has written it 
Lays it away. 

Dim grow its faneies; 

Forgotten they lie; 

Like Mala in the ashes, 

They darken and die. 

Song sinks into silence. 

The story ia told ; 

The windows are darken'd, 

The hearthstone ia cold. 

Darker and darker 
The black shadows fall; 

Sleep and oblivion 
Reign over alL 

Lonofxunw, 
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An! mj heart ie wi-ary waiting. 

Alai! they had been irtenda in youth ... 

All day the low.linng eloud« have dropt ... m. 
All thaae and more came flocking; but with looka... 
All worldly Mhni>ea ahail melt In gloom ... 

And forth ihey paaa, wtib pleaaore forward ted ... 
And Ilka a dying ludy, lean and pale 
And there tn-fure her wb'Te ahe atanda 
Aawlfhereih the piioiroM by tbe river .. 

Aa men from men .. ... ... ... 

Aa the amjde Mion ... ... . ... 

Aa the lair flower which ahuna tlie golden day ... 

At midniKhi tbe moon aroae . 

At midtiluht. In hta guanird tent. .. 

Awake; JEollan lyre, awake ... .. . 

Be wlae to>day;'tie madncea todefbr... .. ... 

Before thy leavra thou oomcet once more ... ... 

Behold her, alngle In the fleM . 

Behold an emblem of our boman mind n. m. 
Behold! tiie rocka are cloven ». ... ... 

Behind Lord Howard and the Dame . 

Bvlleve not that yonr Inner eye ... .. 

Beneath theee fruli«in*e boughs Cimt alu-d . 

Beneath thla lUrry arch . 

Better to have the )K>et*a heart than brain ... 

Between two worlds. Life hovera like a atar ... 

Bleased be thr name forever .. 

Blue Eyehrlght I lovelleet flower of all that grow ... 

Bresihea there the mas, with eoul to dead. 

Bot where to find Ihat himpirat apoi below ... ... 

Bat who tha melodira of Moru can tell? .. 

Boi paacefbi waa the night ... . ... 

Bai ycaierday a nakodaod ... . 

By toe abore, a plot of ground m. ... .« ... 

Cheer'd by this hope ahe bends her thither ^ 

Clear had the day been rrum the dawn ... .. 

Come, Evening, once again, season of peace ... 
Come forth, and lei ua tbroogh oar hearts reeelTe 
Come follow, follow me ... ... ... ... ,,, 

Come. ahaiJ we go and kill oa Teniaoo? «. ... 

CooM to me, 0 ye cbUdnol .. m. 
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Dtffodni, thst come befbra th« iwanonir dam 
I>a 7 bftd ftwafccit'd all ihliifa that he ... 

Deaf. bCAttleoaa death-uhc jewel of the Jut 
Oort tiKafid u> baiiUli the Arm troopa ... _ 

Doth thy heart atir within thee at the aishl. 

Drop, drop iniu the grmre. Old Leer ... . 

Earth haa not moT thlnx to ahow more fUr ... 
Earth, txeae, ^fr, heleved tirolhcrho^ I ... ... 

Bnglarvd, w»Hi aM ft)/ faulta, I le^ thee rtlll ... 
Eternal llopel when yonder opherca aubliine ... 

Eternal apint of the cnainleu Mind!. 

Ethereal ntlnalrcl! pllfiiiu of the akyl . 

Ever Bgalnat eating earea ... ^ .. 

Faint and aweet .. 

Fair DniTodlla, we weep to aee ... .. ... 

Fair picdgea of a fhijtftit tree ... .. tm 

Fniier oi haHi and ilfel thoe good aupreme .«« 

Feed him wUh JonqoDa nod anemonoa . 

Fhvtcame the Kwa orilaht, and air .« . 

nve yean ha ve paat: 11 ve aummen With the length 
Flower! the laora «tlli may aiied ... ... 

Flowera- when the Sarlour'a calm benignant eye... 
Ftowere by heedteta lool'tcpB preaa ... ... ... 

From Orcen1ai>d‘a ley mnuiihaitta .. 

Foil fathoma dve thy father Ilea ^ 

Ood doea not need either man'a wmit. 

Oodofiheaarlli'aeatvniled pialuft 

Ood prosper >ont oar noble king ... ... ». 

Ooldm Ageof llsnnony . «. ... 

Oracefuliy, gleeftilly, trippingly go ... ... 

Saggard end chltl, aa a lost ghost, the Vom... 

Ball la thee, blithe aphit! .. . ... 

Hai DT It Bnalandl i could be coittent.. ... „. 
Baral—barkl the lark at heoveii'a gate ainga ... 
But thou a charm to rtay the muminv-atar ... 

Haate thee, nymph, and bring with thM . 

Be walk'd along ttie pathway of a field... ... 

Be la the Happy Man, wbo«e Ufa e'en now. 

Be who hath 6rot bim o'er the dead . 

Bear, aweet apirtt, hear tl)e spell... ... 

Bean of Cliii^L 0 cup moat Kolden! . ... 

Bearm nolea ibe algn afflicb^ goodoca heaves ... 

Htr sopple breast thrills out . ... •. 

Here 1 come creeping, creeptng everywiiere ... .. 

Bere are old trees, tall oaks and gnarled pinca 

High ttioughtal... ... ... .. 

Higher, higher will we climb .. 

Borne ofoiir hearta, oirr father's bomei . 

Hopes are Inspirations; flracthey grow . 

Bow beautirui the Queen of fttxlit on hlgb m. ^ 
Bow beautliul this nlRhit the bairnleat algh . ... 

now calm, how awful calm they sblflc... ... 

Bow hapi'/ la he bom and taugiit ... ... ... 

Bow many hiossed groaps this hour are bending _ 
How merrily rt-nm blatant toweni ... ... 

Bow richly glows the water's breast ... ... .m 
B ow seldom, mend, a good great man Inherlta ... 
Bow fwe4 e at aummer*! noon, to alt and mu«a ... 
Bow shall I know thee In the sphere which keeps _ 
Bow aweet tbe moonllgbt sleepa upou tlkla bask 

Itm monarch of alt I sorrey ... . 

I am old and btlirdl ... .. 

I'm sitting on tbe atlte. Mary ... .. 

I coma, 1 ooma I ye bare caned me long ... 

X come not here to talk, ye knew too well 
I draam'd that aa t wander'd by the way ... 

I lutva seen a corlooa cUUd... m, 
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1 b««r4 • ihOQMiUI bfenA«d note* ^ ^ ■ 

1 be«rd llic (fom ti*rh In tlic oMHwilIfM itlf1i(» 

1 know ft l«iH> ililet tvt with go'iten brnom ... 

1 lowftihfte, TwII’ffitl ft* thy‘badowt ran ... ... 

I rftfwefnhrr. IWQ nii;«* oti iliU ftldft Of (lift foil ». 

I ftftj to UkO, 4to Hmmi repTfti ... ... ... ... 

CA titft ftUmiit, atMl JorU. ftnd b« . 

1 iftAod ilrl'^ Ntton ft iitilft litil ......... .M 

1 fttood wliliinUi* Cotlaeuin'ft wftU 
1 think. I r« eU-btfi when «til Mho ... ... ... 

1 Uftveh'd MtiHintf unknown nun .. 

I weiidfrcd loitoiy ft* ft c oud ... .. 

1 will (fftch 9 ’ou how to btow ... 

1/1 iiftd llioiuhtlliou cAUid'ftt hfly* died m. ». 

IT thou would el vlftw fair crlghC ... 

if tbou be OIK wtu»^ lifftrt the liuly turmft ... ... 

Id ft dim ftiitf dieunt fkr InmO ... ... ... 

Id *cufti**iiir«i fiorv bright. th«t mom ili«- inn ... 

In client Ifimir o^r iltc OonndIcM waote ... 

In the iKiur ('fuijr dimreea ... . ... 

In the downtdd ot life, wiieu 1 HjhJ T’u) derliiiinf m. 

lu the ftweliint hood ufllfb... . ... ... 

lu the ftileiicv of my cliftinbcr ... ... ... 

In ihie dim world «n civodhifcftree ... ... ... 

M vftln M«r leb'mrft are. wbeUoe'ct lbe> bn m. 

1*1 Xanadu dkl Kubta Ktiftn 

|a foutii 1 died, lu tuftlden hloom 

l«>lo llial loreet tar liicy llience htmled... ... »« 

fc 'ld•«ltl to tail for l*r««doai‘a rl.hiT. «« 

llconM? they aaidoti the baitkaoi Kilft ... ... 

t aU not awietiu think hereafter. 

ethtaftilinelotCiloDdy ftmt Mid . .. 

t chanced upm the merry merry ClinattriBA Cve ... 

It la Ote hu«h of nicht. and ftll between ... 

! tta Ilia inidmiiiit liotir:»ihe lu'ftutcoua aea ... ... 

i ift ft auiirydftjs the aun liaa drunk ... . 

i bk an unuKiil SiMrIiier ... .. 

I t la Die hour when irum the bou^ha ... » ... 

t la not ^rowing like a Ireo . 

I la the mind that make* the body rich ... .« 

t aUnda In a ammy mi'nitow .. ... ... .* 

i wfti a VftlUy ll.rd Willi awretiat aouiula ... _ 

It waa the Utike of Koruiftiidy 

John Wimble wae ft flaherman — m« 

ioy le ft we*k and giddy Uitug, tbfti Uugbe ... ... 

Koftp workJof—*Ua wiser ... ... 

LMtIy cftHM Winter. e}o(l»ed all In fHcsb ... 

I^rn from yon orleiil atiell to tore thy fbe ^ 
likft leftvee on irocft toe raco of tunn lafouod « 
Lot here the gi iiUe t.•rk, woary of r«e!... .. ... 

Ludged In aunrtj cleft ............. 

Lone lower! hemm’d In with anowe aa white a* tiK/ 

g k, thft world’* oomfbner. with weary gait ... 

k yntider. with dadghU’d hmrt and ere. 

d into pomp MNiorouaewell the cheidat m 

'*lfake way for liberty i** he crIM ... 

i* dear 10 man; ilK pool eat poor ... ... 

llarlan, thou ftccfti, though omrily idi uurea wonl... 
Mar)-1 I went a lyre with ntlier airliiga ... .. 

lien of l£ngl*ndl Who Inherit . ... 

ii*n think It I* an awful ftlgbi . 

^Iftrcifhl Qodt ...... M. — ». ... 

Midnight waa enme. and every eiul thing ... .m 

lUltonl Iboo •boold’fti be living at ibM hour.. 

Vong the green l.nice of Kent—green runny lanec.. 
Mom on ib* wateral enil. pnrtile end bright... 

Moot glortoo* orb! Ibftt wert a worenlp, «ra. 

llftM awaek It la wttb uflupuned eyea 
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ISDKX OF FTBST 


TKnm 

Moom, Spnnr. thoa a«ilh)ff of th« 7 eflr! « ^ ^ stS 

Sfoeb have I troTHl'd In the realau Rold . — 974 

iij h^rt meht^ and a drowajr nuinbncaa pain* ••• ... 90 

Mj liet*. I dtd no prltoocn... ... ... ... ... .» 90 

Mj mlitd to me a kingdom la ... .. .. ... m. 191 

Mj aoal U an encbaiitad boat .AM 

Hear jondcr copaa. where onee the garden aroUtHS .S89 

Hoblj, noblr Cape Saint Vincent to the north-weal died away .<9d 

Ho tree In an Ihe grove but hax Ita cbanna. ••• ... Id 

He wrath of man, or rare of Keaa ... «. . .. ... 179 

Hoon deaeendi anmnd me now ... _ ... ... 7d 

Kor happlnraa, nnr uiajcaty, nor tame... ... . m. 256 

Hot tn the aoltiude ... ......... ... ... ... 900 

How Nature hangi her mantle green. ... ... ...... M 

How that the winter*! gone, the earth hath lo«i. 94 

How the bright morning atar, dey'a harbhigrr ... . 07 

Howgiory to the Loni of Hoett, fhjtn witom all gkirlea erel m ... ... Ml 

O bleat of heaven, whom not the languid eongi . 96 

0 blithe new-.conier I I have heanJ «,» ... ... ... 26 

Ode^r rirttaln! O my mother lela ... .. ... 847 

O ever welcome are the grand old wnodi . .. ^.46 

O Kvening grey I how ott have 1 admired ... ... .m .. 81 

O Father, Lord I ». .. ... 6 

O ftr the coming of that glorioui time.. .. ... ... 150 

O! I would wall .. .178 

O Ignorant poor man t whet doat thou bear. ... ... ... 94 

O Life, O Death. U World, O Time ... .. . Ifl 

O Hat the myetic lore aahllme ... m. . ISS 

O Lord dlvinol iJiat atoop’d to ehare ... .« .907 

0 love of lov^'t I to thy while hnnd ii glean.. ... .218 

O lull me, hill me, charming air ... ... .. .3M 

0 Moon 1 Old bougha liar fprth a holler din. ... . 88 

Oaweel Fancy: let her iooee .« .. . ... ...... 96 

O that we now had here .. .206 

0 thit we now had here . ... ... ... ... 856 

O ihoQ bright ibliig. freah from the band of God ... ... 881 

Orate and lake, within rourninomaln am.. ... . 40 

0 weary lienrt, opprrii'u with care ... ... . ... ... 016 

O what a glory doth thia world put on. ... . ISO 

O wUai an )M>ur waa that t when from tho main ... ... ... ... ... fi4 

O what ran ail thee, knlght-at-arma . ... 1S8 

0 wild Wc«t Wind, thou breath of Aatunm’a being ..876 

0 ye dales 01 Tyne ... ... «S 

October hklea are miety. cool. tn>i grey ... ... eo 

Of all the arts beneith the heaven ... m. ... .<196 

OrHcianii end the Horih .. . ... 751 

OA In atlll night-dreama a departed fkce ... 171 

on In the atilly night . ... 206 

Oh, brother man! tidd to thy heart thy brother . ..ao6 

Oh! It la plcaeoitt whh a heart at e<iBe... ... «. .. . 69 

Oh! lone la the apirll on llff'a troubled ocean ... ... $26 

Oh, never rudely wlU ] blame this laith . ... 123 

Oh, teiae the Initant time; you never will ... ... .. ... ... 176 

Oh that those lljif had language! life hae pass'd ... ... .. ‘/21 

Oh,'I'boul who dry’ll the moumer'i tear ... ... ... 116 

Oh. lube In Cnglatid ... .. ... . 56 

Oh, wherefore come ye fbrth. In triumph fynm the unrth .. ... 954 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I iionder'd, weak and weary ... ... til 

Once did ahe bold ine gorgeous Kaat In . ... ... 671 

Once more unto the breach, dear ftleoda, once more . ... ... 90 

One adeduaie support ... . ». ..617 

On paet the village, with Ita humble eplre ... ... ... ... 646 

Orpne^^ with hla luta made trees .Mi 

O'er a low couch the setting auu had thrown Ita latikt ray ... ... ... $67 

Pantlea, llllea, kingcups, dalalea ... *m .. ^ ... It 

Fuel of Paradiaa, whose glory tUumed ... ... ... ... ... ... sm 

Jterolatlon atveepaoVr earth ... m. . ... 146 

BoU OD, tUou deep and dark blue ooeao—roll t ... ... 50 
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Bainf AotottiiN! wen hMt ^ .m 

6«aMM u^mieu and mallow fVailluliieMt «. ••• 

SaaoMio rttiuw; bvl not to me roiumo .m 

000 bow. beneath ibe moonbcam'e ealle ... ... 

bee. level wbai thVKNMCtreaki ... ... ... 

Baa. iba dajr beelna to break ... ... ... ... ... 

8b« dli-d lu baaotjr. like a roaa blown frum It* partot Mem 
8ha lajr among the ni rtleaon ibacUir 
She waa a pha'ituio oi da'Ucbt ... ... ....mm. 

Shad iKi tear! O ahed no tear! ... m. m. .. ... 

Slug on. aweet Uirtt»h, ui>ou tiie leaflea* bougb ... m. 

Bleep toft, balovodi wa aotnelUooaaayM. 

Slowly, iiowly up the wall .. . 

Some humble haurt l« aura and alck wiih grief ... 

Bniiie I remember, and will ne'er forget ... . 

Soon will (he moon end all her atara be here m. m. 

S«>und (he loud timbrel o'er Egvpt'a d^rk aea m. «. 

So iNita eo iNUgubliea, growadloi. and diea M. m. m. 

Bii it rail! out ... M. . M. ... M. ... 

Siwke lull wall. In tanauege qoalut and oldcii ... m. 

Spruk getilly <0 the erring M. ... ~ . 

Sprnk liHV (o me. my Savi<nir. low end ewei | ... 

Speak yoa eog«‘ntly Y perdon me, I pray joa ... 

Sund here by ay able, end inni. I pray .m m. m. 

Stem Danahter i*f the vokoe of Ood ...... m. 

Swallow, awellow, hither wing ... ... .m m. 

Sweet are Uia Ihoughia that eavour of conlei.t m. m. 

Bweri bird! that vlng'at away (he ferly iHHire m. 

Sweet day. ao cool, eo calm, eobiiabt .M m. ... m. 

Sweet Rvcnliig hoor! aweet Evening boor ... *m m. 

Sweet le the breath of Mom, ber rtemc ewevt . 

Sweet la Iba pleasure m. ..' ... •«. 

Take then. O T>catii I and bear away 

Talk uotof (empleal There It otto .. 

Tell me not. In mounifbt tiumbere . m. .m 

Tell me, on whet boiy ground m. m. 

That ueniel how ofien «Tcry day . .. 

The bieeslugt which lha weak and poor can ecattcr 

The b«iok le coinph-ted .. ... 

The breese htd eunk to reat. the noonday auu wee high... 
Tim ereckllns vmbere on the hearth et« dead ... .. 

Tite curlew toll* tlia knell ufpiirtJng day . 

Tiiu caailtd crag of Drecbcnfelt. .. ... .. 

The dew ta on the auuiRMrr'e greeueet greM .. .. ... 

Toe fairy beam upon;ou. .. ... ^ ... 

The aruvet were Oud a dret tfjnplva. Ere man learn d ... 

human aonl. Ilka eweeletl ly re ... ... .. 

The heart, unaiter'd la he moon .. ... .. 

^•eUiwarilelglte of hoinMe penitence.. .. 

The iolre uf Ureeee, (he leJci o( Greece! .. .. .. 

The lalaiiU llae nine leeguea away .. .. . 

The loptwd IfM la time may arow eeala ... .. ... 

The lark le a<naioi In (be uTintling aky .. ... ,m 

Tba Moon ebinea white and aUeot ... ^ 

The moaKiof an tnfhnt’aftet .. ... .. ... .. 

The mkl day hour of twelve the clock eounu o .. 

The myaierka of the Angel-world . .. .m 

Tue milk- while bloaeoma of the tbora ... .m .. ... 

The Mlutter le a marble ptalm . .. . 

The .Hlueirel buy to (he war It gone ... .m . 

The nlaht la come, but not loo toon .. .. 

Tbe noonday aun im>w alione ut>oti the forcefi .. ... 

^e pahtui^a huea atand Tiaible before ui . 

point of on* whiia alar I* quivering aUU .. 

The rein la playing ita aoft, pleaaaiit tune . 

Tbe aky le ovi-roatt ..... h.. .. . .. 

The aky la changed—and ancU a change! Ob, ulgfil — 
1 >teebadaa of nlghl were failing faal ... — — 

Tbo awailww, fbr a otoment aaen — — 

llM ewailow'tneu of mud beneath tbe aavea ... ... 

ne SumoMf’ftower baa mn i» need 
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Tb« ran la aK; tha fwnUowa ara ai^p ^ .m 
T ha Mti ia warm, Uia akr l*elaar 

auiibraina airfftk lUe asura akiaa m. 

aummar 4a«*«i'a rallrcied baa » m .*• 

Tt»r awrrUr^ Tu*ca itial warl^tat In the (rova 
TIm aeeiie wnt mom benutiful tar. to tny e}€.^ .. 

TW aea ofiifr flriiJa tonh uiiBuitunua waea^.. •, 
arrrrl heart t« f>ir Deeodon** irtnpla «. 

Aa ainmt) wiihia raved lond. ajmI vcaVl 
TtM anatiMW r.«r a moment aecn ... •• 

Ifta thrmhea aonx and aboofc mjr pnlaaa m. m. 
na Kde liMa ebb'd awaj 

2^ woriU la ton mu< b with ua ... ... ... ... 

na want) run la failing, tbe bleak wind la valUag 

Tte windo breathe low; the wlihernia Iraf.. 

Tbf WHieri akitL allwry veil hung h>v . 

The waj Wat lung, the atiid waa cold.. ... 

yaar'a at lh<* apring . .. ... 

Then came Tair May, the fkireat maid on groutiU ... 
T^fi came tiir Jolly bummer balDf diflit ... 

Tten let a* be cuntrnt In at'lrit, thuuan m 

Iiitrv alao Wrti a ttliiptnan fhim lar Wcat ... .«• 

There are liouii-tteaila which have witueax'd denda 
There U aoine aout of kooditeaein ttiioge avU 
T^ee le a laitd. ufeTery laitd tbc pilda... 

There It a Uod nt iova .. m 

There ia l«t aoula a aympathy with MeiMla .• m. 
TWre'aa bower of rnare by B-» tema ee ^ araaa «. 

TWre la a beautihil eidrlt brrathing nuw m. «• 

There In hialMie«aii bai4attce d'^th alt ... .. •• 

There wa* a time wiwn me »dow. en>va, and ekreani 

TWre wee a wiu^id uf revelry by lUgJit. m. 

There waa • tittle lawny talei ... ... ... 

neeearetliy alonuna «orka, Par^mt ofgtxHl «.* 
Three ee ihrr ehengr. Aiinigliiy Pelher, Utvea m. 

Theae ftowre* white and red ... . .« 

They fell di'votcd lait uiidybig ... ... ... ... 

This Ule and tiuuee eru mine, and t have vow'd ... 

TMa royal tlirotie o< kliig'i, ttih ecfitired lala — 

TliOM iuiUiia tnnea that aimnJ to you... ... 

Thouahta of humel how ead they iwUie ... ». 

nough I look o>d, yet am I eirong and Inaiy «. 
Thutt art not dead; thou art not cooo to dual ^ 
arU O Oodi tite Ufa and light ... .w •» 

Thou wen e viaion of d> tight ... ^ ... 

Thou bloeaom bflhiht wltli autumn dew ... ... 

Thiugbi ahliiea fnim Uod a« ahtoea Um mem «. 
nr>>D^h the aildtiiK nom... ... .m «• 

^fta mwtiMght I utt tiie mountnln'e brown ... ». 

*Tie mont. but yet Uta ruU and cioudleae moan ... 

jl a Kature'a law ... . m ... w 

^a liberty ato«»e |it«t givea the dower ^ m* 

^leaunMif to th*-flnnaineniaerrne ... m. m. 

Time lieth. my lord, a wallet at hia back .» 

Time roita hia .raar-laM oourra Tlie race of yqga «. 
T^momw. and to>niorrow, and io>morTotv ». 
Th tbe Ocean now I fly ... « 

To Tiiee, nr Cre.itor. oar homaitc we l>rij)g ... .• 

To Minp and pageahtry In nooghlaUlad «. .m 

Toll Arr the brave! . ••• «. 

Traea^ grachm^ ireea!—how rich a g^ft ya are m* 
Twaaai ibt royal feaai for Fenlawoiu. 

TTnJeaa Thou ahow to na Thine owQ .trot wigr 
Vp to tlir tliroue or Uod ie bonm «•««••«»*•• 

Wo love tbe king who lovea the law .m 

We aow the flr^ we reap the oom ... »• 

We talk'd with ofwn heart, and toogoe... 

We wandered to tiia Pine Foreet... ... .• 

Wee, modeat. crim»en>ilpped duwee 
Wbai maiterali tbougb aprlug-Um# 
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Whal Mlth tb« rlrer to tb« roahct gnr 

Wbat •'Hil «M kii, wtien ttoMi Ibf iMtrd top ... m* m 

Wbit •tronnr breastpliite tli«A • bMfl unlnlnle4f «« ••• 

Wb*i ihrit U tattt but tbrM Mwon... ... m. ••• 

When 4<nibu torment, and rbar«MMU..i m. •• 

When eva la |Miri>ltna chff and cave .. ... .m 

When Aral iti^ «yea unveil, vtve (tij» anul leave . 

When I wedi)e«1 thee, tlie binil wai tVee! .. 

When Ma«le, heaveiiix meldl wee )(Mni( ^ . 

Whrn ti>e hnoraot Uaj are number tl. m. ••• 

Whan tothe t^aalon^of *«reet alltnt ihunghL.. .. 

Whan iwlbtfht’a bartliig flueli ... m. m. ... 

Whan urgeti by ftronc lemptallon to the brink .m ... .m 

Wbeove ait tlioo, r7-.>FiMm holy groviid ... ... ... 

Where are ilte evallowe Sad? ... .m 

Wliero nllUliey eun>^ IlmaebivalhlnM Fueeie ... ... ... 

Who feela ihal Ooil end Hrav«fi‘e great deepa are nearer 
Wbolaha that ooincth. like an irofMMir’d guru ... 

Who eava we are craven and cold? ... ... m. 

Why art thnn alleoet !■ tliy love a ftlatii . 

Would f deacritw a i>reaeher aoch ae Faul . ... 

WoeM that I were a river ... ... «. 

Whih'tl Menilng*i come; and now, npou Uio iilalna ... ... 

With liilii* brretndnoraee.. ... 

With oilier mmiatraltoni thou. O Nature ... ... .. 

With anme good ten of hla cboaen men, Remardo bath aiipear'J 
With UMaweetalreorepnufibaUobiti cornea ... ... ... 

Tertooda. that fkr abort me doal and paiHe... «. ... 

Ye oiartnera <m England ... ... ... .. 

Ye wintry flower*. wImjac penaire dyca ... ... ... 

Ye valN'va lew, where ihe mild whlepaniiae 
Yea, them la boly pleaaure Hi tblno aye 

Yon cotiager, wiio weavea at b>r own door ... ... .m 

You aak me whj, thouirb III at aaaa ... ... ... ... .m 

You niuat wake and mil me early, call me earif, mother dear... 

? oung folk now flocken In everywitera .. . 

our Toioakaa Upa, 0 flowaral are living proavbcre .. 





OKjgk 



